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ABOUT THE 
MIND CHRONICLES TRILOGY 


This series is based on the Hermetic Principle: “As Above, So Below” 


The goal of the series is to experience and chronicle the story of humankind 
since the primeval fireball, as found in the depths of one human mind—my 
own. The Hermetic assumption is that all places, times, and beings we have ever 
known exist now in the memory bank. If the key can be found to unlock this 
primordial memory bank, then light can shine into the records of time. 


There have been many times in our history when it seemed the end of the 
world was upon us. These potential End Times often came at the end of an astro- 
logical age or millenium. Perhaps this twentieth-century period is unusually 
threatening because the end of an age coincides with the end of a millenium. In 
times past, we have thought the disaster was caused by moral depravity, war, or 
catastrophe. What is essential to understand is that all those fears were a failure of 
the imagination. Matter is never destroyed, it just changes form. In times past, we 
knew little about the planet as a whole, but our inner resources were richly 
developed. Now we know much about the whole planet, but almost nothing 
about our inner minds, which are creating inexplicable agents of destruction on 
the Earth. The Bomb, like the medieval dancers of death, confuses inner and 
outer. We thought our salvation was in knowing more about the world, so we 
did this. We must now explore the landscape of our inner selves. 


Past-life regression under hypnosis, and other altered states of consciousness 
for deep exploration, are the methods I have used to obtain the material for this 
series. Ancient initiatory religions used these techniques to bring the initiate to 
his or her highest potential for living, and the techniques in these books are as 
old as the first human awareness. This series attempts to go even further, how- 
ever. It recaptures the phylogenetic Earth mind records, including all the 
influences on this planet from other galaxies and planets. We contain all this 
knowledge deep within ourselves, and this series recovers the long-forgotten 
Earth story. 


We are now precessing from the Age of Pisces into the Age of Aquarius. 
Thirteen thousand years ago, Earth precessed from the Age of Virgo into the 
Age of Leo. The Age of Leo— Atlantis—was an age of creativity, and the Age 
of Aquarius will be the full expression of cosmic consciousness. This Golden 
Age will be aborted, however, unless we recapture our story, our myth. Know- 
ing this great myth will awaken our souls. Like the initiated bards of old, I unfold 
my tale for you. Together, let us awaken to full planetary consciousness. 
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To Matthew Fox 


the Dominican theologian 
who is more powerful in his words 
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HERALDING THE NEW DAWN 
Tony Shearer 


It all began with a prophecy, a vision, a dream. It all began with a 
dream filled with hope for a brave new world. “A new world will be 
born,” said the prophet. “On the day of August 16, 1987, a new dawn 
will be given, a New World will be born, a new race of people will walk 
upon the Earth.” Such was the song of the prophet as he sang his evangel 
to a frightened, dying planet—the Earth. . . .Was this evangel false, or 
was it sacred, holy, and correct? And if it is correct, what will be next? 
Will the human race continue to follow the path of “orthodox religions” 
that have led us all to the gates of Earth destruction, greed, and cruelty 
beyond belief? Will that be our destiny? Or will we, as a people, rise and 
awaken to the true nature of our own beauty, our New World? 

Here, in one book of a trilogy, Heart of the Christos author and poet 
Barbara Hand Clow heralds this new dawn. And with the brilliance of 
that new sun, she gently illuminates the shadows of our frightened souls 
with a multitude of magnificent stories, teachings, blessings, and truths. 
With the skill of a Carlos Castaneda, she unlocks the doors of our inner 
self. With the integrity of a Frank Waters, she leads the way. And, with 
her masterful understanding of myth, like that of Joseph Campbell, she 
reveals the reality, teaching us why. 

With excellent judgment, Barbara selected Angela C. Werneke as 
her illustrator. And | don’t think the choice could have been improved 
upon. Each and every full-page illustration is a fine work of art. Any of 
them is worthy of being mounted and framed. The illustrations can stand 
alone, making this a most desirable volume. 

Within the combined talents of these two remarkable ladies, Bear & 
Company has delivered another fine book. I'm sure it will enlighten and 
illuminate the lives of many seeking people of our times. 

Heart of the Christos is a most important book. I have been honored to 
review it. The work is intelligent, satisfying, and deeply spiritual. I have 
rarely been so moved and so enlightened. But more than all else, the 
work is honest to the human soul, as it champions the return of the God- 
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dess. This book has been a long time in coming, like the Goddess herself, 
but at last the Goddess has arrived. Barbara Hand Clow and Angela C. 
Werneke understand all of that. 


Tony Shearer 

author of Lord of the Dawn, Quetzalcoatl 
and Beneath the Moon and Under the Sun 
May, 1989 


REFLECTIONS 
by Chris Griscom 


Barbara Hand Clow’s book, Heart of the Christos, is not a book for the 
happy-go-lucky New Ager. It calls forth the intensity only a serious 
seeker can sustain. It is impossible to read it as if these multi-incarnational 
stories belong only to her, for the reader soon becomes entrenched in the 
experience on some uncomfortably familiar level that knows all too well 
the seduction, the illusion, the outcome. We might claim that the recog- 
nition comes from our human gene pool, collective unconscious, etc., 
but the knowing makes us players as well. Thus we rush along looking 
for the way out of the future that may have been “fixed” by the echoing 
choices of the past! 

As Barbara takes us all there, through the crack into the secret world 
of the initiated, we become entrapped in the funnel of initiation from 
which the only escape is the realization of the laws of karma—cause and 
effect. The ancients excused themselves by insisting that they were 
answering the demands of the gods, however bloodthirsty or outra- 
geous. The bitter truth is that our interpretation of the gods’ needs has set 
in motion a seemingly interminable cycle of physical, sexual karma, 
which by its very crudeness of expression has blocked us from accessing 
its divine nature on the level of the Creator. The ancients ascertained that 
the sexual act was related to fertility and procreation, but their misuse of 
sexuality has impregnated our very DNA and is surfacing in this present 
time — begging to be cleared. The sexual energy has needed to be quick- 
ened and spun up the spiral into the domain of source, rather than down 
into the bowels of the body’s limited repertoire of pleasure/pain. Viola- 
tion of the cosmic law of permission by “The Gods and the Galactics” 
must now cause them to share our fate and our struggle to free ourselves 
from the distortion of ritualistic enslavement set in our very genetic 
coding. 

The mutual abuse of males and females fully demonstrates the prin- 
ciple that the victim and the victimizer are one. Releasing these monu- 
mental pillars of recorded, imprinted violations one to the other will free 
us to anew octave of male/female relationships. 

Barbara's willingness to ferret out the “unspeakables” of her own 
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unconscious will hopefully grant us enough curiosity and courage to do 
the same. As Barbara clears these karmic roles she has played, we also are 
freed! The ripple goes out, as each of us seeks to remember our own roles 
as priests, priestesses, scribes, etc. 

Unveiling and dissolving past-life, astral energy is one of the greatest 
tools to enlightenment available to clear the dead branches off our evolu- 
tionary tree and give new life to the quickening necessary for our poten- 
tial mastery as a guardian species of this planet. Barbara is right about the 
power of the animals which lies not in their physical focus, but in the 
more subtle expertise of their perceptual abilities that will, perhaps, 
reawaken in us as a positive side-effect of retrieving the zoomorphic 
memories of our merging. 

Heart of the Christos is the most timely of books because it brings us to 
the crux of our present-day planetary initiation—to know the heart of 
the divine self and to search out the unspeakable and dissolve it, leaving 
us open to the unfailing truth and talents we have accrued in our long 
sojourn in body. Freedom comes from within! 


Chris Griscom 

The Light Institute 
Galisteo, New Mexico 
June 1989 


COMMENTARY 
by Brian Swimme 


Heart of the Christos is thick with heretical ideas, graphic sex scenes, 
and wild speculations concerning the nature of the universe, each one 
with the power to irritate, outrage, or confuse many readers. Such 
excesses are inevitable for anyone undertaking a task as monumental as 
the one Clow has set for herself. For in her reflections on the deep well- 
springs of the human psyche, she has become convinced that if we are to 
participate in the healing of the Earth, nothing less than a radically new 
understanding is required—a new understanding of Christ, of history, of 
self, and of world. 

As Barbara Hand Clow takes us on her wild adventures of soul, a sin- 
gle conviction burns deeply: “The ecocide of our time is the greatest sin 
since the beginning of time. There are many blasphemous stories in this 
epic, but nothing is as evil as the murder of the Earth.” With that as her 
foundation, she plunges into perhaps the most important and most 
ancient quest taken by humanity—the quest for the meaning of exis- 
tence. As she explains: “The records of time, the real story of our 
history —imagine if I could get in touch with the origins of creation. 
What are we? What is our consciousness?” 

Trusting in the spaciousness of her consciousness, intuiting that the 
deeper reaches of her own mind mesh with the most distant reaches of 
the universe and with the detailed depths of all time, Clow soars through 
the thoughts and experiences and hopes and agonies of personages thou- 
sands of years in the past. And not just humans. Clow is convinced that 
the universe as a whole is sentient, and that we are capable of contacting 
the inner dimensions of reality whatever its outer form. This exploration 
eventuates in such striking sentences as: “I am my soul as a tan cat.” “Now 
lama fish” And my favorite of all: “I have been the guardian stone hawk 
in this temple for two thousand years, looking out through the obsidian 
eyes of Horus, carved into my face in the column.” 

In many ways, the central concept of the book is “evolution.” Clow is 
searching for a presentation of the world that will enable humans as a 
species to enter more deeply into their spiritual evolution. Clow presents 
us with a new Genesis myth, as well as a new understanding of history. 
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She has synthesized Christian revelation with pagan spirituality and with 
a feminist critique of the last five thousand years of human history. And 
at the center of this synthesis, and at the center of her interpretation of 
cosmic evolution, is Christos: “A being of such love and compassion 
came to Earth that now all souls have access to the desire to be alive, to be 
alive just to experience the love of Christos.” 

As Clow reflects on the needs of our time, and the contours of psy- 
chic history, and the meanings of the world, she responds by creating a 
new myth—an astrological-mythological synthesis drawing upon Chris- 
tianity, pagan spirituality, and feminist philosophy. This book is cer- 
tainly not for everyone —fragile or timid or overly rigid souls might bet- 
ter pass by. But for anyone interested in revisioning the world out of the 
experience of psychic journeying into cosmic-astrological meanings, 
Heart of the Christos is the place to begin. 


Brian Swimme 
physicist; author of The Universe is a Green Dragon 
June 1989 


PREFACE 


Heart of the Christos: Starseeding from the Pleiades is the second book of 
The Mind Chronicles trilogy. The first book of the trilogy is Eye of the Cen- 
taur: A Visionary Guide into Past Lives (1986), and the last book will be Signet 
of Atlantis (1992). This trilogy is an exploration of the contents of the 
archetypal memory bank as it has expressed itself within the time con- 
text of history. In each book I become a time traveler who goes into the 
past to retrieve the lost records of ancient civilizations—the records of 
the desires and experiences of the people of our past. I image the human 
race as a great memory circuit which is the same as the cosmic memory 
bank, a circuit which was activated with the first breath of life on Earth. I 
believe that all of us contain the total memory of all time within our very 
cells. This trilogy is being created to access our shared story. 

In 1989, as Heart of the Christos is being published, Eye of the Centaur has 
been in print for almost three years. I have gotten much valuable feed- 
back from readers about the process I have been working with. The two 
types of reaction which are the most significant to me are first, questions 
about exactly where this material is coming from, and second, probing 
questions about the usefulness of such deep exploration. At this point, 
after beginning this work in 1982, I would like to address both issues 
before you read Heart of the Christos. Heart is an evolutionary leap beyond 
Eve of the Centaur, and clearing up questions about my sources will help 
you to access the shamanistic levels of consciousness available to you by 
reading Heart of the Christos. 

The source of my material was twenty sessions under hypnosis tar- 
geted at accessing the contents of my own archetypal memory bank. 
These sessions utilized a method called “past lives:” This was the same 
process I used for the source material in Eye of the Centaur, which ended up 
being an exploration of the seven levels of initiatic transformation. When 
the seven levels of initiation are completed, the next phase of the journey 
to enlightenment is the shamanistic transmutation of self. Heart of the 
Christos is a very shamanistic book. This “past life” method involves using 
the material obtained under hypnosis as an oracle for the planet, as a way 
to retell the stories of the ancient days. I assume that the material | am 
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accessing is of critical need for the present time, and the comments I have 
gotten from my readers over three years justify this assumption. But I, 
myself, am only an oracle—a corner news stand. I do not believe there is 
anything about myself that is different than any other being on this 
planet except that I have taken the time to go so deeply into the mind. 
That is why this trilogy is called The Mind Chronicles. 

As for where my material really comes from — past lives, primordial 
memory bank, or simply from creativity—I do not think it makes any 
difference. Like with any art form, all that matters is whether it strikes a 
deep chord in the audience. Do these records and stories strike a chord 
deep within you? Like a junk sculptor who chooses to make comments 
about modern culture out of refuse the culture throws away, I vigorously 
defend my right to utilize memories as my materials even though I have 
been attacked for my methodology by scholars. After studying the 
Mayan Calendar, I first understood how each baktun of about 400 years 
length (13 baktuns in one 5,125- year Mayan Great Cycle) is an evolution- 
ary theme expressed historically. We incarnate on Earth to play roles in 
these themes, and Eye of the Centaur has all the themes in our current 
Mayan Great Cycle— 3313 BC to 2012 AD. For example, the theme of 
the last baktun, which began in 1618 AD, was the development of tech- 
nology and the left brain. In Eye of the Centaur, the rationality theme opens 
with the astronomer, Erastus Hummel, expressing his delight and creativ- 
ity over his opportunities to escape from the medieval belief systems 
which had become oppressive during the latter phases of the previous 
baktun. 

Regardless of where the memories come from, it is important to 
work with them in a literal way, for that is how we all play the history 
game. This book, of course, has its own special teaching in the trilogy. 
Heart is about deity and humankind, about sky and Earth, about the cen- 
tral event of this fifth Mayan Great Cycle: God, or the divine, entering 
into incarnational cycle. 

The only knowledge I had of this book when I began it was that it 
would be a journey through the underworld to bring light into every 
shadow that has ever been a part of my experience on this planet. All of 
the titles for this trilogy came to me in a dream in 1983, and I have 
honored that information even if a publisher has wanted to alter it. When 
I began this book, I had no idea how Christos—the Hebrew Messiah— 
might be part of my journey through the underworld, even though the 
title given to me in 1983 was Heart of the Christos. My studies with Mat- 
thew Fox in creation centered theology are much the source of the crea- 
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tive matrix of this book. However, Matthew Fox states in his latest book, 
The Coming of the Cosmic Christ (Harper & Row, 1988), that interpreting past 
lives in a literal way is a form of pseudo-mysticism he calls “New Age- 
ism.” My master’s thesis written under Fox in 1983 was a comparison of 
Jungian psychoanalysis and past-life regression under hypnosis as ther- 
apeutic tools for accessing the archetypal memory bank. Eye of the Centaur 
is based on that master’s thesis. Heart delves into christological themes 
which were brought up during my graduate studies. In Heart, I have 
focused on christological themes and humankind’s struggle with inter- 
vention into human affairs by the ‘gods who came down’ — the Nephilim 
of the Hebrew Bible. This theological probing comes out of my study of 
creation-centered spirituality, and many of the themes in this book are 
very closely related to the themes in Matthew Fox’s latest book. 

In my introduction to Eye of the Centaur, I say, “It never mattered to me 
whether the lives I found were actual past lives or whether a voicing of 
subconscious needs was occurring.” The therapists I am working with for 
this trilogy—Christina Griscom, Rick Phillips, Stacy Williams, Kurt 
Leland, and Tom Cratslie, as well as myself — mostly hold that we do not 
know whether the material we access is personal past lives or not. What 
is important is that analysts of various body/mind schools, particularly 
rebirthers, have discovered that nearly 100 percent of people will report 
the contents of the memory bank in a very literal way within a linear 
past-life format if led back in time under hypnosis. The point is, literal 
manifestation of memory of past lives is the fastest and most easily acces- 
sible way to get the psyche to speak —to report on its current agenda. 
The memories that someone’s psyche speaks of are always of critical 
importance to the stage of growth in the present life. Jungian dream anal- 
ysis is time-consuming and often difficult for people, but it is certainly 
equally deep and effective. The comparison is that past-life regression 
also works and is affordable to people because only a few sessions are 
needed. 

When we first access past-life material, we need to trust it and not 
judge it, for it is the psyche doing storytelling. In this book, you will 
encounter very clear and emotionally heightened experiences of 
Paleolithic times. It is difficult to access such seemingly bizarre and for- 
eign contents of the mind unless one shuts off the left brain entirely and 
simply allows the right brain to tell its colorful story. You will encounter 
a sexual initiation that I— whatever I is— undergo with a tiger. If at any 
moment in that session I had judged the material for one second— 
worried about what my husband, mother, or sister would think of me 
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and the tiger—I would have lost my reunion with the animal who was 
my gateway to courage of the heart. It is critical to trust the process as it is 
occurring, and the time for judgment is later. The highest value of this 
work is in allowing yourself to deeply trust your own psyche. Many of 
your own judgment patterns may be challenged by reading this book, 
but it is judgment that is preventing any of us from discovering who we 
are, because judging removes us from our experience—the ground of 
being. 

Metaphor is a bridging skill, a subtle technique to suggest analogies 
between things or feelings. For me, it is one of the most creative tools of 
suggestion about what reality actually is. Christos is a metaphor of the 
striving of humankind for its freedom of expression, for its freedom to 
know how to connect to creation itself. I use the name Christos for a prin- 
ciple of divinity which penetrated the Goddess—the Earth. This princi- 
ple has many different names in many different cultures, such as 
Quetzalcoatl, or Kukulcan, in Mesoamerica. Once the past lives were 
accessed, I viewed all of the stories as metaphorical images of 
humankind’s critical theological questions: Pentecost, crucifixion/sacri- 
fice, covenant, hierogamous, transfiguration, and Faustian pacts. The 
past lives become the paint for my canvas, my book. We wake up on 
Earth when we see that we are all crucified here, that we are all trans- 
figured here. These are not just things that happened to Christos, to 
someone else. The real battle of the New Age is going to be over the 
issue of taking Christ seriously when he said that we can do all he has 
done and more. 

The greatest value of exploring past lives lies in its reality power. It 
has the ability to take us beyond the fear of death and to help us come 
alive again, remembering that WE were there at the Pentecost, which 
makes the Pentecost now. This form of therapy is also very successful for 
releasing addictions, helping people to let go of past life and/or child- 
hood trauma, and for reawakening magical and mystical parts of the psy- 
che that have been dormant since the worship of the left brain began four 
hundred years ago. And this field has hardly begun to develop. 

In my lectures around the country, I got some feedback that shocked 
me and deepened my belief in my own work. The most constant resis- 
tance I have gotten to my work (and therefore where the teacher lies) has 
come from people who have difficulty with what I’m doing because 
“They might have to come back here again!” In other words, they are 
startled by the immediacy of the lives in my books and my ability to own 
up to that material as being contents of my own self. This triggers them 
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into considering that we really might have been here before. But, if we 
were, then we will come again. Invariably, the individuals who have this 
issue, and I congratulate them (or you) for looking at it, are wealthy, 
healthy, and living lives that many oppressed people on this planet think 
they want for themselves. But my detractors don’t want to come back 
here again! The ecological implications of this are mind-boggling! The 
wish to die and never live on Earth again is one explanation for why we 
are on the brink of ecocide. The one-lifetime mentality is destroying 
Earth. If you realized you would be back around 2150 AD, 2300 AD, 
3000 AD, every action you take here might be different. Would Einstein 
have assisted in splitting Mother Earth if he knew he would return? 

I would like to share with you how I feel about this book at this time, 
and how I see recovery of our memory bank as critical to contemporary 
therapeutic technique. A great consciousness crisis of our times has to do 
with channeling and a related phenomena—literal extraterrestrial con- 
tact. This book has accessed some of the most deeply hidden records of 
ancient civilizations—The Emerald Records, Gospel of Marcion, The 
Sirian Teachings, Secret of the Grail, Teachings from Nibiru/Marduk, 
Conch Shell Singing of Teotihuacan, the Men in Black from Orion, Star- 
seeding from the Pleiades, Arcturian Oracular technology, and the 
mathematics of Andromeda Galaxy —and this is not a channeled book. 
Some people believe I am a channel. I would like to explain exactly how 
my work differs from channeling. As for literal experiences with 
extraterrestrials, | have been exploring such actual contact since a few 
months after my birth, and 1am comprehending the meaning of my com- 
munion and offering my thoughts. The meeting with our grandfathers 
and grandmothers of other dimensions is a crisis of our times, and we are 
about to have some close encounters, much as we did a long time ago. 
But we will miss our appointed communion if we view the return in an 
excessively third-dimensional way—seeking silver ships from the 
Pleiades. 

Channeling, as I understand it from a past life as a Native American 
priestess and also directly from some contemporary channels, is the skill 
of vacating the present self so that entities who are not in the physical can 
come into the body of the channel and communicate through him or her. 
Psychologically, channels either do not remember at all, or partially 
remember the contents of what they have accessed. They can, of course, 
listen to taped transcriptions of their work in order to access the wisdom 
themselves, and many of them do. I feel it is dangerous to access any 
material without personally integrating it totally into one’s psyche. In 
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Heart of the Christos, no new step is taken until the previously accessed 
energies are integrated. As readers, I ask you to take time to integrate any 
responses you feel in your body or mind as you encounter this material. 
This book is very shamanistic—in touch with dimensions other than the 
third—and it has many codes in it for you to take the journey into the 
underworld to recollect your own power. But, do not forget to take the 
time to integrate yourself as you go along. If a story told in this book is 
reminding you to pay attention to something you are feeling inside, that 
is why I wrote it. Please get in touch with what those responses are telling 
you. 

My work differs from channeling because | do not vacate myself as I 
probe the memory bank. | trust that the contents I find are my own and 
not from some other disembodied entity. If I am enough of an artist to 
create this material in a form which communicates, then these stories are 
of universal relevance. I now trust the universality of the material due to 
the intense responses many people had to Eye of the Centaur. If we are to 
move beyond separation, we must see that the thoughts and myths we 
entertain within us are actually the stories of all people through all times. 
And, these are not just stories of people! As in the latter stages of a suc- 
cessful Jungian analysis, when the client is diving into the deepest 
recesses of the mind and encounters animal archetypes, I found animal 
teachers within. Then, as soon as I found the animals, I found the stars! 

The Milky Way is the roadway of the stars, called the Kuxuum Suum 
by the Mayans, and the creatures of this pathway —the constellations — 
are animals. One of the mastery areas of spiritual studies for the ancient 
Egyptians was observation of animal behavior and understanding the 
cosmic significance of such behavior. It is no accident that the Zodiac is a 
circle of animals, and it is no accident that getting in touch with animal 
totems is one of the most successful ways to get the psyche to speak. All 
is correspondance, all is in relation, and when we discover that, the ego 
boundaries melt away as we actually feel the cosmic interpenetration of 
all that is. 

As I came to the end of writing Heart, | began to really understand 
the cosmic dimension in a way that included the extraterrestrial contact 
question. Contact with extraterrestrials occurred so early in life for me, 
that I have always been unable to think of them as “different.” They are 
part of me, and they teach me in much the same way the animals have 
taught me. Like animals, they are real, but like animals, they are in 
another dimension. Animals are in the second dimension—they can feel, 
remember, and respond, but they do not understand time or space as we 
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do. They seem to exist under a species-level definition more so than 
humans, and I doubt they need to repeatedly incarnate. They appear not 
to be aware of their own mortality, and their ways of expression seem to 
be very unconscious. Extraterrestials are in dimensions beyond the 
third —the human dimension. The third dimension is a reality of time 
and place which we humans have time and place laws of agreement 
about. The fourth dimension operates according to laws beyond space 
and time. Physical manifestation in the fourth dimension is possible for 
adepts with skills such as the ability to bilocate. Conversely, beings of 
other dimensions like extraterrestrials can manifest in the third dimen- 
sion. But, for the most part, entering the third dimension is a waste of 
time and energy for extraterrestrials, and it is arrogant of us to expect it of 
them. It is also arrogant to desire human responses from animals, for we 
should be learning from animals their own ways. Our access to animal 
wisdom is by entering the second dimension, a plane free of ego and just 
as complex as the third. If we were to know the animal reality as they 
know it, we would be released into the universe of symbols. 

The fourth dimension and beyond is the source of the records in this 
book. The more I am totally conscious in the third dimension, the more 
clear is my access to other dimensions. Some of the records came in 
under hypnosis and some of them did not. There are some past lives in 
this book which came to me in the middle of the day while I was meditat- 
ing at sacred sites. There is an intricate cosmology in Heart which proba- 
bly functions in dimensions beyond the third, but my explanation of the 
cosmologies—such as the cycles of Nibiru and the Sirian Records —is 
third dimensional. I intuit that Signet of Atlantis will be from the fourth- 
dimensional point of view, but I cannot imagine writing in such a way, 
yet. 

The way I become conscious of such cycles while I am in the third 
dimension is to spend a lot of time transferring my awareness to other 
locations, such as the Andromeda Galaxy. Then I observe what is hap- 
pening on Earth from another point of view, and the records of time 
become very accessible to me. Most of my problem is in later telling the 
story well. Another source of new points of view is within information 
which was declared heretical by whomever was in power during a given 
historical phase. After the destruction of the Hebrew Temple in 70 AD, 
there was a new creative form for rewriting history, called book burning. 
Records of alternative points of view have been seemingly destroyed, 
but it is possible to travel into the mind of anyone who ever lived on 
Earth! 
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I believe that accessing records which were threatening to the 
powers-that-be is the same teaching as the Nahuatl tradition of looking 
into the Smoking Mirror, which makes available transfigurating knowl- 
edge. There is also a major Mayan initiation that often occurs in my 
dreamtime which involves walking backwards back in time through a 
day. What is revealed is similar to the levels of clear truth that can be 
found by considering the wisdom of the heretics—those who think 
differently. Another power access point to the energy of truth beyond 
judgment is available in the sessionwork on the “unspeakables” at the 
Light Institute in Galisteo, New Mexico. Contacting the forbidden parts 
of the psyche —such as considering the possibility that one might have 
murdered or raped a person in a past life —remarkably frees the psyche 
from judgment. Allowing the exploration of taboo frees the soul from 
denial of the inner anger that exists within all of us. Such work also frees 
the individual from needing to act out such inner anger by means of 
criminal activity. So if you, the reader, can allow yourself to let go of 
excessive worry about the literal truth of my attempts to retell the story 
of time, new brain cells can be stimulated for you by looking at history in 
anew way. 

In my research, information that gets burned is always the most rele- 
vant source. For this book, | traveled back into the mind of Marcion, 
Hebrew theologian, who founded a Christian synagogue based on Jesus 
as Messiah which was as large as any early Christian Church before 150 
AD. But, Marcion was declared an arch-heretic by the Roman Christian 
Church, and the book burners eliminated all of the original written 
sources on Marcion. Marcion turned out to be a major entry point into 
early pre-Roman Christianity. 

I am in great debt to Sumerian scholar, Zecharia Sitchin, for his work, 
which gets in touch with Earth history from another perspective. Sitchin 
is the author of The Earth Chronicles, in which he has told the story of Earth 
from the point of view of the gods—the Nephilim—“those who came 
down to Earth.” This story exists in many records on Earth, the most 
complete sources being Sumerian and Egyptian, which Sitchin has 
thoroughly chronicled in his trilogy. I read Sitchin in the mid-seventies 
and was intrigued by his complete history of humankind’s experience 
with the gods— Nephilim — of the twelfth planet, Nibiru, “the planet of 
the crossing” in Sumerian. The ancient story sounded so familiar to me. 
But, as an astrologer, | do not pay much attention to stellar phenomena 
or potential planets unless they have been discovered scientifically. Then 
on December 27, 1983, the Washington Post reported that an IRAS Satel- 
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lite had sighted a celestial object “possibly as large as Jupiter” and “50 tril- 
lion miles from the Earth”” On August 16, 1987, many major newspapers 
reported a similar sighting by Pioneer 10. No one is certain what this 
object is, but I thought of The Twelfth Planet by Sitchin. I think we are get- 
ting an early sighting of Nibiru returning from its aphelion (outermost 
point of orbit), which occurred around 1600-1800 AD. Since astrono- 
mers do not consider it to be possible that there could be a planet with a 
3600-year orbit around the Sun, they are not yet entertaining the possi- 
bility that the body is a planet. 

After the 1983 sighting, I reread The Twelfth Planet and took Sitchin’s 
theories much more seriously. The emergence of the archetypal force of 
the twelfth planet became a real phenomenon to me, for which I expect 
scientific verification during my lifetime. In 1983, I was also bringing in 
the hologram for my own trilogy. I intuited that I would encounter some 
of the material that Sitchin chronicles from Egyptian and Sumerian 
sources. No material about “those who came down’ —the Nephilim in 
the Hebrew Bible — came through while I was doing sessions for Eye of the 
Centaur. However, when I began work for Heart, I was literally over- 
whelmed with experiences with the Nephilim as well as with other star 
systems and galaxies. At that time, in 1987, I did a lot of comparing of 
my trilogy to Dante’s Comedia because Heart of the Christos was coming out 
like The Inferno. But, The Inferno is Dante’s journey through a hell filled 
with devils and his most despised evil contemporaries, while I was 
encountering the dark, the underworld, as a whole pack of extraterres- 
trials who were imprisoned in my soul! 

For many people today, fear of extraterrestrial manifestation is simi- 
lar to the medieval fear of devils. As I encountered the Nephilim while 
under hypnosis, I also found much evidence of the influence of the gods 
on Earth that was not in Sitchin’s work, and my confidence that Sitchin is 
correct began to deepen. Next, I began to experiment with the cycles of 
the twelfth planet. First I attempted to discern what was happening on 
Earth during the phases of the orbital cycle of Nibiru. I attempted to syn- 
chronize Nibiruan cycles with planetary cycles, with Sirian cycles avail- 
able from Dogon ritual cycles, with the Precession of the Equinoxes, and 
with the Mayan Great Cycles. 

Heart of the Christos was seeded when I realized that the last time 
Nibiru would have come into the solar system was 0 AD. Yet Sitchin had 
not published much information on 0 AD. The sources on the visit of the 
Nibiruans in 3600 BC are voluminous and incontrovertable, and there is 
even some information on the cycle before that, 7200 BC. The planet 
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comes into the solar system every 3600 years according to Sitchin, and 
therefore the evidences of Nibiruan influence in 0 AD should have been 
far superior to the 3600 BC records. Next, I set up a test for myself and 
Sitchin: I decided to study the sources from 0 AD, and if the influence of 
Nibiru was present, Sitchin was right. If there were not written chroni- 
cles, historical records, symbols and images, and new spiritual move- 
ments about “the gods,” I was going to forget the whole thing. I was more 
than rewarded, and this book is a result of that research. The bibliogra- 
phy at the end of this book lists the sources of my research, but here I'd 
like to state that the most extensive evidences of the perihelion (return) 
of Nibiru are in the Jewish apocalyptical movements—The Elect— 
anticipating the Messiah — Christos. I now believe the Star of Bethlehem 
was Nibiru rising since the symbol of Nibiru is an eight-armed celestial 
body, the same as the symbol of the Star of Bethlehem in early Christian 
sources. 

This is not the place to give away the story of how Christos/ 
Quetzalcoatl/Kukulkan/Buddha/the Native American white prophet, 
and all the other great teachers around the time of the 0 AD crossing of 
Nibiru are part of the records of time. I can say that I believe that all of 
you would know about all of the stories in this book if it weren't for the 
destruction of the temple in Jerusalem in 70 AD, the burning of the 
libraries in Palestine, the systematic destruction of early Christian sources 
by the Vatican during the early Church period, the burning of the Alex- 
andrian Library in the fourth century AD, the wholesale destruction of 
the Aztec/Mayan/Nahuatl records by the Spaniards in the sixteenth cen- 
tury, and the eradication of most Native American spirituality by the 
colonists. Roman Christianity has been a two-thousand-year coverup of 
the real story of Christos and his stellarcentric origin. 

This is a blasphemous book because it tells the truth. It is a blasphe- 
mous book because millions have been killed to keep us from discover- 
ing that we are free people. Our oppression is having the story of our ori- 
gins burned, lied about, and used for power over people. Most 
importantly, our story was taken from us and we could not know Christ 
in the heart — until now. 


Barbara Hand Clow 
January 21, 1989 
Santa Fe, New Mexico 
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TANTRIC INITIATION & 
THE GODDESS 


I hear wind whistling through cypress trees. It is air sucking, like the 
wind being pressured between rocks or the inner ventricles of large 
seashells. That sound brings it all back tome... 

I am lying on a flat, smooth, red rock about eight feet long and three 
feet wide, two-and-a-half feet off the ground, surrounded by a sandy cir- 
cle which is then surrounded by a circle of outwardly facing deer antlers. 
Beyond the antlers, a sandy pathway is edged by a circle of eighteen 
three-foot-tall stones spaced at eight-foot intervals. Low trees are within 
sight, beyond a third sandy path around the stone circle. This is a moun- 
tainous promontory high above the Aegean on the westerly pointing 
part of the Island of Crete. Dim light lingers as the Moon begins to be 
blackened by the Goddess. I am oiled and rubbed. I lie naked on my 
back, on the rock. The breezes caress my flesh, and the birds quiet as the 
Moon is swallowed by the Goddess. The sea is full as the tides are high 
below; the dolphins dive deeply into the waters as the silvery lunar glow 
disappears from the sea surface. The creatures in the Earth begin to stir as 
they feel the coming total lunar eclipse of 1472 BC which will occult 
Venus. I am priestess of the Moon, and by undergoing hierogamous — 
becoming the sacred vessel between Earth and sky during the eclipse —I 
will be given the power of the Thasos Oracle, the oracle which links Del- 
phi to Baalbek and guards the Argo—the boat of the Sun’s journey 
through the night sky. I have offered my body as Earth temple because 
my times are End Times. 


I awoke in utter terror from this numinous scene that had broken through into my 
Dreamtime. Frantically, my mind searched for the meaning of this clear and ancient 


memory breakthrough from Aspasia, a Minoan priestess past-life of mine. This break- 
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through occurred in the winter of 1986. My spiritual teacher had suggested at the 
1986 summer solstice that I must undergo a tantric sexual initiation with him in order 
to become a vessel to connect sky and Earth. Now the Dreamtime was exploding within 
me like a volcanic cataclysm! What did this shining black-and-white night dream 
mean? 

The most rigorous teaching I have ever considered 1s that we are not separate from 
each other—that we create our own realities, absolutely. When this teacher manifested 
with a proposition which had already been presented to many of my sisters before me, I 
felt a new force building within which would allow me to test my beliefs. Every cell in 
my body knew that this potential sexual initiation was absolutely wrong for me. How- 
ever, | knew that the hierogamous was once a great mystery teaching about Earth/sky 
connection. In prepatriarchal Goddess cultures, this ceremony was an essential survival 
tool, consisting of sexual initiation in return for the annual fertile fruits and grains and 
cosmic balance from the Goddess. 

Was my inner self being mirrored to me by this man, this teacher? Or was this 
Heyoka, the fool, inviting me into the danse macabre—a repetition of an old mistake 
made in another life? Or was this the hiatus—the divine leap? 

The truth is in the body. My body, my intact sense of womanself in this late 
twentieth-century lifetime, is my own true vessel of enlightenment. My own life in the 
present time was what was authentic, yet I recognized that since this issue was being 
raised at this time it had to be a signal directing me to an opening into my inner self. 
Pummeled into going within again, I opened my heart and soul, expanding myself into 
the inner journey regardless of the possible outcome. 

What does it mean for us today that our ancestors—our gene pool, our participa- 
tion in history, our very DNA—all once experienced ritual sex to birth the divine 
child? That we once did ritual sacrifice, offering ourselves or the lives of our oldest chil- 
dren for the collective benefit of the tribe? My soul took me right back into into my past 
life as Thracian seer, Aspasia, who lived when the Aegean Goddess culture was 
obliterated by warriors, a time when I did experience hierogamous while in a female 


body. 


It is 3500 years ago. Lying exposed on the huge rock as if it is the flat 
back of some great beast that I cannot see, | return to my original belief 
system which caused me to agree to participate in the ceremony. I have 
searched the moon eyes of my sisters for almost a year, as the Earth has 
groaned and quaked from a great wrath of the Goddess. Never a day has 
passed without more signs of her pain. She has been lanced, and the 
priestesses can no longer placate her with sacred fires, temple ceremo- 
nies, and prayer. I have volunteered to appease her. The priests told me 
that the Goddess would be pleased with my offering. 
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A chill goes up my spine, through my penetrated heart, as the rapidly 
eclipsing Moon is now three-quarters dark. I hear the bodies of snakes 
slithering through sand as they emerge from their earth holes. The 
spiders are gripping the centers of their webs with a power greater than 
their size, and the great vultures and hawks fly in circles above me on the 
rock. This is the sanctuary rock of an ancient Cretan priestly cult. It is said 
to be the body of a great whale that was turned to stone when the king- 
dom of the ancient ones sank beneath the sea. The snakes slither nearer 
to the sanctuary rock in the center of the circle of stones, and the great 
birds circle lower. The spider feels the jerking body of the trapped fly it is 
gripping like the withering mind of an old crone which will not let go of 
a possession. I lie still as I feel the snake in my spine respond to the power 
of the Goddess. 

The Moon darkens. I hear the movement of men’s bodies as they 
pass around in a slow circle behind the stones. I feel the energy in my 
spine move to my neck and stop. It feels like the back of my neck is being 
gripped by pincers; my head fires with colored lights. My astral body, as 
if am the mad crone who is my later self, feels the gripping legs of the 
spider as she sticks to her newly spun web, wrapping the fly body and 
wings. I feel the black widow’s adrenaline, which runs hot in her body 
whenever she mates and kills the male, sap away my soul. My legs are 
spread, and I feel the chilled and damp breeze from the sea cooling my 
moist woman being. 

The circle of priests is moving around faster, their hooded capes 
enshrouding their darkened faces. Their phalluses are rising, pressing 
their robes. Each priest sends his force to my woman center as they pass 
by the opening to me in the circle. The Moon darkens completely, a 
shudder goes through the plant, animal, and mineral kingdoms, and the 
priest who wears black breaks the circle and comes to me. The others 
wear grey robes. I close my eyes as I feel myself moved forward by hands 
holding my back and legs. 

The priest in black moves his erect phallus into my virginal body and 
I am ripped by a pain that gags my throat and shocks my heart. My head 
spins with dizziness as the hard sword plunges into my soft body. I want 
to pass out, as awareness of my mistake instantly shocks me to a greater 
level of sight than I have ever known. My brain explodes with saffron 
color, and my soul cries—this is wrong! 

I lie on the rock and take thrust after thrust, for I have been condi- 
tioned to never stop an initiation once it has begun. He moves in and out 
until near the threshold of his orgasm—Earth gift to the Mother. Then 
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he draws out his weapon just before threshold, and throws his hands to 
sky and shrieks like an eagle: 

“When the Sun hides the Moon and Venus, you cannot kill the grain 
god!” 

| am numb; my woman being is ritually stolen by this secret chant to 
the Sun that was first shrieked out by my initiator and then chorused by 
the whole circle of priests. The priestesses are the protectors of the grain, 
the first gift from the stars! I feel a split through my body; my heart 
throbs as if it will break, and my throat feels choked just like the fly strug- 
gling for breath in the spider web. Another priest comes forward with his 
incredible phallus and plunges it deep into my violated body; my back 
arches and draws my spine off the stone. He thrusts in and out, and | 
watch his rippling chest muscles, the ecstasy on his face. His legs are 
powerful and they move his weapon in and out, plunging ever deeper in 
his search for my precious energy. He stops just short of orgasm, pulling 
his sword out, and shrieks to the nearly invisible Moon: 

“We hold the Sun from you, so that Earth blocks your light and 
power.” 

He is saying he controls the Moon! The Goddess! There are eight of 
them, and each one of them violates my essence to the core of my being, 
as | lie there underneath the moonless sky, knowing that the world of the 
Goddess has ended. 

Thousands of years of men violating women power will pass until all 
peoples find their own woman within—the Goddess within who does 
not desire violence, war, and sexual abuse. 


Can I possibly begin to describe the shock to my psyche caused by the memory of 
that experience of core violation as a woman 3500 years ago? The recovery of this 
memory caused a new animalistic craving to find my primal roots. Possibly this crisis 
was revived at this time because Nibiru is now in the same position in the solar system 
that it was when the Goddess culture disintegrated. Once I brought Aspasia on the rock 
back into my conscious mind, my body began to feel like a great ancient cat. But, in my 
own life as Barbara, I did not yet know my feline heart. What was the very first inci- 
dent that closed my throat, darkened my heart, and held my mind captive in this life? 
Where was that primordial memory of the source of my primary emotional blocks in 
my present life? What is it exactly in ancient memories that carries a numinous lure 
which we all sense that, if released, could propel us into enlightenment instantly? 
Visions of the snakes in the original Garden of Eden began to flood my inner mind, 
teasing me to dare to unlock their true legend. 

Once when I was Aspasia, | knew the teachings in the wind, the Goddess in the 
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water and earth. Purification was in fire, and the first teachers about the soul were the 
animals on the Earth. I never forgot this lesson because no one ever forgets any inttia- 
tion. But, the elemental and animal dimensions were deeply submerged by the abusive, 
controlling, patriarchal culture I was born into. It took that call to a tantric initiation to 
rend my paralyzed heart open. Suddenly I had gotten the courage to cross the waters into 
the darkness, to confront every shadow within and take my own power. What was it 
that drove Aspasia herself into this ancient tantric ceremonial form? 


I feel pain in my arms, in my chest, and in my third eye. I am standing 
with my head bent over. This is a temple of scribes, and seven of them 
are encircling me. The seven scribes wear saffron robes with wide gold 
sashes, and they sit in the lotus position writing on slates. I listen to the 
scratching chalk. Their heads are shaved except for little pigtails on the 
backs of their necks. Like their shining skin-tight skulls, their faces have 
no lines. They are maddeningly perfect, in total control, since they medi- 
tate constantly. The scribes are not human and betray no feelings. 

I am blue-grey; I feel old. The scribes seem to be young. I stand with 
my head down as they sit around me in a circle, chastizing me. They keep 
scratching with their chalk on the slate. I have failed at some task they 
expected me to complete. I seethe with anger because I hate their perfec- 
tion. My body energy is wild energy, animal energy, for I am part tiger, 
and I do not like the way they are. It is their judgment that I will be put to 
death because I know too much, and I refuse to compromise. I was not 
trained by them—lI feel like a stranger. I hate their energy. They are so 
clean, so perfect, so balanced. I am animalistic, courageous, and | hate 
control. 

I am bigger than they are; they are small little runts. I am large, like 
Bigfoot. I know about their corruption. I am a freedom fighter from the 
other side. I will be done in because of my knowledge. I am nailed. 
Always right in the middle of things, here I stand in the middle of this lit- 
tle pack of weak judges. They are the old way and I am the new path. 
These are the monks of the perfect city, Atlantis, the city of total control 
over the world. I am a creature of nature, free of human infringement. 

Ilove wolves, snakes, birds, and spiders. I am a wild man stolen out of 
the forest. Like Romulus and Remus raised by wolves, my teachers are 
the animals. Now here I am in the midst of these perfect control monsters 
who created the world of the city, a place in which] cannot survive. 

I am part of a clan. I can see the hills in the distance. We are the war- 
riors of the woods, and these clean men are pushing into the forest. They 
are an alien death squad. I was trying to destroy them so they couldn't get 
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into our village, and they trapped me. | was sitting by the sacred spring 
which flows out of the mountain which hovers over our village. They 
were spying on me. | was going into the Dreamtime by watching the 
water trickle over the crystal clusters at the mouth of the spring. I was 
caught off guard because I was visualizing their activities in Atlantis, and 
when they arrived in physical form, I thought it was an appearance from 
another dimension. 

These people are henchmen, and they are not the leaders of the city. 
They are just performing a rite; they are just tools for other powers. That 
is what infuriates me. I cannot get at the real cause; | would rather be 
judged by their king. I am passive even though I feel all this anger and 
violence within. I’m passive because | fear they will torture me. Torturing 
me will neutralize my anger so that my spirit can’t malign them later. The 
monks are writing the form of my torture down on the seven tablets in 
great detail. 

The Atlanteans are going to clean me up! They are going to tie me to 
a post and cut off all my hair to make me like them. The beating in my 
chest convulses my heart with terror. My energy is in my hair! From the 
beginning of time, my clan has been one with the animal spirits, and the 
animal spirit is in my hair. Each hair is an electromagnetic transmitter to 
the stars from the center of the Earth, and they are going to remove it! 
They write my sentence because they can feel how much I hate their 
slavish conformity. 

The Atlanteans have no odor, but my people are able to live in the 
woods by utilizing smell. These judges don’t even want to cut off my 
phallus, which is what I'd do to them. They only want to clean me up! 
Then they are going to burn me up at the pillar, but it is still a worse 
punishment that they will cut my hair. We are the hill people, and our life 
is based on our attunement to the elemental forces. We cannot exist 
without our hair for we can feel with our hair when lightning will strike. 

This is 9000 BC, and the difference between the city people and the 
forest people is dramatic. We are like animals and they are like machines. 
The Atlanteans are the metal people who came from the stars. They are 
cleanliness and light and we are Earth and darkness. This is the time 
when the Atlantean colonies realize they cannot survive in isolation and 
they go into the surrounding territory to master our Lemurian ways in 
order to attune to Earth energy. 


This sentencing connects to my lifetime when | am a Talmudic scribe. In 
that future life |am as wild as if | have an animal inside, and yet | undergo great 
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cultural evolution as a star teacher. | am initiated by studying Hebrew, and | 
am given the secret teaching about the evolution of humans beyond the ani- 
mal realm: “Words and symbols transmit divinity and so do sacred teachings 
because the letters are infused with power, even if the text has been altered, 
misinterpreted, or mistranslated.” 


This condemnation in writing by seven scribes is deeply disturbing. 
My sentence is that I will be cleaned up and burned to death, and that 
these words of my condemnation are the holy word of God! I could shift 
into my lion body and get out of here, but I am staying here long enough 
to imprint this experience so that I can transmute it later. . . 

Therefore, sacred language cannot be trusted. The correct form of 
the evolution of the race still survives, however, and is transmitted 
through time because of the planetary Earth oracles. Outside the city, I 
was the guardian of the sacred spring of an oracle. These monks found 
out, and they knew they could never invade the labyrinthian matrix of 
this land unless they held the power of my oracle. They were getting rid 
of me because they could not access the oracle as long as I was alive. Ora- 
cles are a voice of the Earth, and anyone can hear them who is in com- 
plete attunement with how the heart of the Goddess beats eternally in 
the universe. 

The first scribe wrote that all people speak for themselves, that no 
one person speaks for another. The second scribe wrote that knowing 
the truth is never dangerous, and that a time would come when the ora- 
cle would transmit to all. The third scribe wrote that I was giving myself 
as a gift to the future. The fourth scribe wrote that the wild man would 
one day learn to speak the truth with no fear. The fifth scribe wrote that 
eventually this wild man would learn that no one individual holds a 
truth. The sixth scribe wrote that one day this being would freely express 
spiritual essence in all forms. The seventh scribe wrote that the wild man 
would one day reintegrate full animal essence and have no dissonance 
with civilization and the sacred word. Then the scribes placed their 
chalks on the floor. 

As I stand at the pillar, my body is white and raw. I was scrubbed 
with hot suds and water until I bled. The flames are lit as the monks begin 
to walk around me ina circle. This sight catapults me inwardly to a vision 
of myself lying on the rocks during the eclipse. Licking flames warm my 
flesh and dry the water on my skin, and then my skin begins to burn. | 
feel no pain now that I’m finished being cleaned up. As my physical body 
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dies, my shadow jumps out and flies through the astral plane back to the 
deep woods. I become a panther. When the city people come to my 
sacred spring to listen to the stories of time, they will meet with me again 
as a cat, my form as a warrior of the Earth power. My soul rises in the 
night sky and also returns to my oracle, and I spin around the site like a 
whirling dervish. Then | go straight up to the blue light. Looking back 
down at the Earth, I see blue-light energy emanating from all the oracles, 
forming a crystalline grid matrix across the surface of the planet. I return 
to my star home which I watched in the night sky while I was on Earth. | 
see the crystalline matrix formed by all the power points on Earth. They 
are owned and controlled by no man or temple and are eternally guarded 
by the animals! 


Once I contacted the beast within, truly amazing shifts began to happen in my pres- 
ent life. The boundaries I had always felt between myself and others began to soften. At 
first, this change was disturbing because I could feel other people too intensely. I was 
unable to go into crowds, especially supermarkets, the most unnatural places in the 
modern world. My heart could feel the needs and pain of people. In confrontative situa- 
tions, | could actually feel my guts knotting and turning. When I saw bare truth, my 
liver, spleen, and pancreas would ache. I got a gnawing feeling that perhaps I did not 
know anything at all. Maybe I did not even know whether I had an existence which 
defined me. Now I see that I had dissolved the flowering field of my own childish illu- 
sions because I was on the verge of falling down the tunnel of the underworld. 

Once an illusion—a chimera that enables you to not grow—dissolves, it goes back 
to the first dream that created it. I had no idea that there was no return to my old world 
until I saw one day that my everyday reality had become a chasm away from myself, as 
if I were looking at myself across a canyon. I truly was in a bell jar, on an island in a 
dimension not even known to me yet, and so far gone was my old self that there was no 
return. Just like the person shipwrecked on the proverbial desert island, I made the deci- 
sion to know myself with all the rawness and vigor of new life. I could see that I was a 
shadow in my present world, a shell. I was required to go on playing my old role as the 
new life grew. I felt a growing trust that it was all right not to be present as my old self 
during this incubation time. 

Then, falling into a deeper part of myself made me want to meet again with the 
great mother who was wandering the fields of forgetfulness—the home of woman pain 
from the loss of our daughter, Persephone. I became Persephone and discovered that I 
was still alive in the underworld with Pluto, as my own mother called to me from 
above. I had dared to ask for my source, and my soul called out to my mother to return 
with me to my birth in this life. 
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I am my soul as a tan cat. My energy exists in my blue eyes, and 
power radiates out of me as a cat. I am strong and steady. I exist firmly 
within at the center of my being. I am a wise and tricky cat, and I watch 
the reptilian energy level carefully. I am a protector. 

Now I see it! ] am swirling in the midst of a murky green tornado, a 
sucking vortex. This is the time between my last lifetime as the Victorian 
woman and my current lifetime as Barbara. The vortex is spinning 
upward as time ends, but I reverse the flow and I spin back down again, 
wishing to return with new eyes. I want to know about the hidden realms 
regardless of the consequences. My field of vision is all dense and green, 
as if lam caught in a tornado like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz. Iam spin- 
ning around. I am so heavy that I spin down instead of up. 

No, wait! Caught in all my fears, I don’t want to go! I never wanted to 
go! It is] who did not want to come. . .! |always thought my resistance to 
this place started because I was not wanted, but no, my mother wanted 
me. I nearly died right at birth, but I did choose to be born. She is an 
exquisite spiritual being, like all mothers. I see now that she is old, but | 
never saw until now that she was so spiritual, even when she was young. 
But it is so painful, so sad from this view, because I can see truth outside 
of time. These are the total records of all my lives, andI am ecstatic! I can 
see every experience | will have, in all of my lives, with an open heart. I 
dive down. 

First I see my mother standing in fields of grain in ancient Greece. 
The grain is tall and waving around her as she stands and radiates 
unearthly white light. She looks to the side. Her face is beautiful, like a 
goddess, as her loose white tunic blows in the wind. She surveys the 
grain as the wind makes wave patterns like it does on the surface of the 
sea. Her light is intense, opal and turquoise, like a flash of sunlight cap- 
tured within a gemstone. I rush joyfully to her as she touches my third 
eye lightly, and then she puts her hand over my crown chakra. Oh, this is 
so real—it is the most intense feeling I have ever had. 

As she touches me, I realize that I came to life again because I wanted 
to. I always thought I had not chosen to come for this late-twentieth- 
century lifetime, for I knew exactly what would happen at this time. It 
would be the gathering time when those J had known in other bodies, 
other times, would decide to either destroy Earth or choose life. As I 
came in, my own lack of trust coming from my own negativity made me 
fear the outcome, and I shut my heart down as I came in. Once my heart 
was closed, then every cell in my body contained pain and fear instead of 
ecstasy and courage. Therefore I had to agree to go back through every 
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experience from the beginning of time and clear it. No wonder I resisted, 
but what if there was never another time when my mother the Earth 
could touch me, could hold me? 

As my own mother stands in the field, worry captures her beautiful 
face as she discovers I have gone underground. She becomes Demeter, as 
all mothers have from the beginning of time. She, too, is having her trust 
tested for bringing a soul into form. She, too, will know the initiation of 
losing a child, and losing the man who made that child with her. She 
claws at her dress, and at her hair and face, as the agony of recognizing 
the pain that is life strikes her all-seeing soul. I return again to the time 
before I came to Earth. 

I am back in the volcano, which is now indigo blue. I have come back 
to the time of choosing again, but this time it is my stellar choosing from 
the center of our galaxy. Why is it this way on Earth! Why must we take 
the underworld journey! I spiral back to the time when! had the courage 
to ask that same question once before, back to 26,000 years ago when 
Pisces precessed into Aquarius in the previous cycle. I will travel back 
even further if it is required to receive the answer to my most important 
question: Why is there evil on Earth? 

I feel myself being water. I am a sponge in the stars! I am swelling, 
moving into form like a new coral bank as I feel my own intracellular 
encodement. Eyeless, I look with wonder, as I feel that the connections 
between things are all that really exist. When I incarnate, my perceptions 
are false. There is no real pain, only the perception of pain. I do not leave 
my mother for my journey, and my mother does not lose me. We are 
never really separated, and so | am free to return again. 


| am an Earth guardian as we all are guardians of the Earth, and | have 
always come willingly. Earth is where we play all the music. Otherwise, all 
existence happens in the last note of Beethoven's Ninth Symphony. We all 
came here to play! Life is the musician playing in the orchestra, but | had 
believed that the conductor made the music happen. That is why the sym- 
phony was invented only in the last few hundred years, after we had 
managed to convince ourselves that there is always a leader, always a begin- 
ning and ending note. But now we are being catapulted into the energy itself, 
and are beginning to see that we are the sound and the vibration. The illusion 
of the symphony—the third dimension—will exist only as long as we need it. 

Our modern-day contemplation of our dark side is a crisis caused by the 
mass media. For example, Einstein knew he was making a mistake when he 
decided to play Prometheus, the god who is chained in the underworld 
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because he desires immortality, and who covets the fire powers which 
belong to the Goddess. In ages past, we would not have known what Ein- 
stein created in his laboratory. All who are able to know the Goddess know 
Einstein made a fatal choice, because the quest of the female is to die, to 
open the underworld, and to rediscover our intact and timeless daughter 
within. Women do not desire earthly immortality since they can give birth. 

| admit it. My stellar soul, the non-material part of me that lives in many 
other realms, did not want to return when | saw that Einstein had been 
seduced by the lure of the sacred fire. Controlling matter/Goddess? Quite a 
feat. Because of that fatal egotistical turn, now we all must enter the world of 
Pluto for purification—a Journey once reserved for a few rare initiates—or 
choose the fate of Icarus and disintegrate in the fire. This is what | resisted: | 
did not want to return because | knew that | would have to die as a function 
of the old pattern or discover an entirely new way which | could not yet 
imagine from my previous experience. This is a time when we are going to let 
go of all knowing without being sure of any possible outcome. When the Big 
Bang ceases to be the official story of our creation, we will be ready to con- 
template being the music itself. The part of me that could not resist coming 
back Is the child within who knows we are on the threshold of a new world. It 
is the part of me that plays. 


Now as I contemplate my incarnational choosing from the stellar perspective for 
the last time before birth, I see that I am in the direct center of new creation, the center of 
the galactic core—two spinning arms of positive and negative manifestation which 
bring matter into form. One arm of the galaxy is me, the other arm is the arm of my 
twin self, my brother. I hear the cries of my mother as if they are emerging from a conch 
shell, and I come into form with a rare indigo-blue crystal from the galactic core, which 
I gave to my son. He places it in the seventh Earth chakra—Palenque Temple: Super- 
nova 1987 showers Earth with photons, new seeds. 

I become a spinning flower, spinning very, very fast. I spin so fast there is no 
motion, and that is what trust is. I spin so fast that someday I will even have the cour- 
age to have my own daughter. I will be ready to choose to be the one who wanders year 
after year calling for her. I will allow my own heart to break for the love of the creation 
itself. I stay in that place, spinning as I choose all of my children, knowing that we must 
return and let ourselves cry to moisten the Earth and make the plants green again. 

I spin faster and faster, creating a new reorganizaton of creative energy. I am 
preparing myself to create balances and harmonics within, which will actually syn- 
chronize stellar and Earth vibrations. As this is done, I feel emptiness, a creative force 
inside that is magnetic and like a hot coal. Then I notice that the energy inside is like the 
vibrations outside myself, that there is no difference. This is an inner trust which exists 
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when I exist here on Earth and in the center of the galaxy simultaneously. This know- 
ing is simply a pulsation, a vibration traveling in the spine. 

This is the pulsation Einstein needed to feel so that he would know there could be 
no shield around his creation: split matter. I now speak as the Goddess who protects 
Earth against all destructive forces: Einstein was to have dissipated his cyclotron when 
he saw its potential to harm my creation. He was to have seen that we must let go of 
God/Yahweh whenever that God demands that we harm the Earth, for then that God 
is our own ego. We must stop splitting matter, believing that energy is created from that 
splitting, for energy is created from spiraling forms. The Goddess is returning to clear 
away foul pollution with her spiraling arms of massive hurricanes and firestorms. 
Earth is the Goddess who is awakening. 
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THE OLMEC & THE 
RECORDS OF TEOTIHUACAN 


“I did not want fo return again because I knew I would have to die as a function of 
the old pattern, or discover an entirely new way which I could not yet imagine from my 
previous experience. 

The part of me that could not resist returning, however, is the part of me that 
plays. The very instant I was able to feel my own mothers ecstasy and pain, I was 
granted my own daughter from the universe. The Goddess was reborn in my own body. 
It felt like this was the first time I had opened myself since my soul was first injured on 
Earth. Men say that if we could see God, we would be blinded, and women say that 
when we feel Goddess, we are stripped of our lies. 

But I must know! I feel such responsibility for every being who is oppressed and 
violated, abused, lonely, and separate that I must know why the forces that create our 
experience on Earth actually do allow such pain. Now that I had encountered the 
Goddess—who is simply pure energy with no judgment about any outcome—I was 
ready to consider the possibility that I/we are the sole creators of human evil and its 
required mirror—the angry God that we believe judges us. As this potential path of 
exploration manifested itself —which my soul had not looked at before—I took a long 
deep breath as I felt trust leap into my heart. I sensed I had the ability to safely invoke 
the gods at this time as the Goddess smiled on my newly found courage. Yet, her facial 
expression betrayed maternal concern, for she knew, far better than I, about the path I 
was headed down. When she created herself, she faced evil herself. The part of me that 
plays had asked to return to a life in which I had access fo the “Green Records,” the true 
story of the unfoldment of Earth. . . 


I feel great energy in this body. I am ten feet tall and silver, with great 
wings. My head is in the jaws of a great serpent which envelops the back 
of my form, and I hold a bag of maize seeds. I am looking at a very early 
temple site which I have felt within my body since the beginning of time. 
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This is such a strong impression that I feel it in Barbara's heart. It’s like the 
way I remember my childhood home. First, my eyes eat up all of the con- 
tours and shadows that I’ve missed for so long. Pausing a moment in won- 
derment, I realize that this is the place that I, as Barbara, kept trying to 
find when she was under five years of age. She called it Magicland. This 
is the Olmec temple site, La Venta, but we call it Machinga. 

I stand next to a stone altar on the right side of a rounded pyramid 
which is in the center of the site. I see the site as clearly as if it were a pho- 
tograph, as if time had stopped. Machinga is the sacred temple complex 
that we, the angels, first made in Mesoamerica. We created it so we could 
descend our bodies here in the new land after we decided to transfer the 
wisdom teachings of the ancient East to this new geomantic zone. This is 
1141 BC, and our Earth people have come in great boats from the East. 
They left the land of Canaan when a conquering tribe of Hebrews out of 
Egypt destroyed the stone circles and Earth temples and stole the women 
and children. We are the sky teachers, and we cannot descend to Earth 
without the assistance of priests and priestesses who honor the sacred 
teachings of Earth energy. There is no access to dimensions higher than 
the third without geomantic temples, and there are no Earth temples left 
in Canaan except the great Dome rock in Jerusalem. 

Machinga is an Earth-plane sculpture, a holographic form to balance 
Earth and sky, so that beings in other dimensions, such as myself, can 
commune with beings living on Earth. We created this site so we could 
descend in physical form to sacred sites in order to ground our multi- 
dimensional essence into the evolution of planet Earth. This pyramid is a 
record device which causes dimensional vectoring and makes it possible 
for us to come into form here, now or in the future. 

The central pyramid is very beautiful, like an inverted honeysuckle 
blossom with the petal edges resting on the ground. From the sky, the 
pyramid looks like the rounded and cone-shaped backside of the blos- 
som. The form is ideal for amplification of our wave pattern on Earth. By 
means of this form, we can calibrate feelings on Earth to feelings in other 
dimensions which are real, but are not detectable to the first five human 
senses. This is the temple of the Dreamtime, for our only access to the 
feelings of Earth creatures is our feeling for the currents of nature. The 
whole temple site is the perfect sculpture for us to take form. We attune 
our own wide-dimensional view into the animal, plant, and insect ener- 
gies of Earth which do not exist in other places in the universe. This tem- 
ple is the touchstone for calibrating Earth forms to our dimensions, and 
our new contact into the cosmically unique Earth experiment. 
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I see multicolored and radiant beings in the air. They radiate energy 
around their forms which are in the infrared dimension. The beings are 
radiances which are changing form as I look at them. They create forms 
that are comprehensible to me only if they want to be seen. They can 
always be seen at temple sites, and I’ve come to consult with them. I am 
standing in front of one being who is in front of the flower pyramid. Sur- 
rounded by a rainbow, she is so radiant, so electromagnetic, that I almost 
cannot look at her. She continually changes from cat to human as her 
energy form pulses out in curvilinear to circular radiant forms around her 
eyes. She has a feline face, like Sekhmet—lion goddess of Egypt — but in 
this land, she is the jaguar. I have chosen to come here now to hear her 
speak: 

“I created this temple complex as a transfer point of the records of the 
Galactic Center. I transfer to this site the access mechanisms for the 
descending god, Itzanna, who will be fully human.” This is a labyrinth, 
created so that people can access the records in non-physical form. The 
aliveness, the luminosity, color, and energy of the goddess is incredible, 
and I must attune my form to hers to know myself. 

I stand in front of her, grounding all my own energy into the Earth 
dimensions. Her face becomes a spiral of white crystalline light, and all | 
can see is her eyes as she holds out the first medicine bundle given to a 
god who came from the East. Wrapped in a rabbit skin are small stone 
statues of Machinga. She places a string of cowrie shells on my neck, and 
points to a deep pit. I move quickly and place the medicine bundle in the 
pit. Then ] remove the shells and place them in the pit. I return to stand in 
front of her, and I give her my bag of sacred maize. I feel myself becom- 
ing a stone statue as my crystalline matrix encodes myself as a gift from 
the East to Machinga. I am myself, as I am griffin and snake, as | am 
statue — holographic touchstone of all that is. She is the medicine bundle 
carrier in this new land, as I am the maize gifter. 

I stand staring out through my stone eyes, and I watch as time passes. 
I see the temple begin to be grown over by the voracious jungle as storms 
batter my form and the Moon lights my surface. Earth begins to rise 
around me as choking vines cover me. Snakes crawl all over me, flying 
insects land on me, and birds shit on my head. I become one with Earth 
itself as I exist in this form for milleniums. 

Now, I am being dug up! First they uncover my head, the very top- 
most part of me. I feel like they have found me because they can sense 
my energy. The archaeologists uncover and move me to another loca- 
tion, an outdoor museum at Villahermosa, Mexico. | am very upset 
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because I am part of the code of Machinga which contains the secrets of 
multidimensional access for Earthlings. I go back again to when I first 
arrived in 1200 BC... 

I seem to exist in many forms here because I hold resonant energy 
fields of fourth-dimensional light bodies of certain individuals such as 
Barbara. I’m not contained by time, but it is necessary for me to exist as a 
statue on Earth. I am called Nagua. As long as I exist in statue form on 
Earth, my higher dimensional self has a resonant waveform in the third 
dimension which is accessible to sensitive individuals. This is why so 
many ancient statues and carvings are found in temples and graves. Now 
that the temple sites are being restored and statues being found, people 
are getting reconnected to their fourth-dimensional light bodies, their 
stellar selves. | have experienced every storm and Full Moon, every 
eclipse and earthquake. When others are in touch with me, they are not 
afraid of danger on Earth. I am from Arcturus, and I calibrate cycles and 
time records on this planet in order to facilitate evolution. I am immortal, 
as is anyone in the fourth dimension. 

This temple is a hologram that is completely encoded with all multi- 
dimensional spiritual forms which influence Earth. This is why the giant 
Olmec heads are so entrancing. People feel that the heads are able to 
speak and tell all. The seeker can only know the story of the Olmec 
transfer by hearing the voices in stone. Each statue has a special story, 
and I am ready to tell mine now. This pyramid is the perfect receptive 
resonator with the plane of the ecliptic of Earth, which is the location 
plane for all aspects of human souls that descend to Earth. This pyramid 
is the receptive, feminine complex that is in perfect attunement with all 
the forces in the universe. It is like a gigantic soul DNA form complex 
which calibrates the spiritual growth of each soul. 

There is a crystalline spiral form above the pyramid like a gigantic 
wave form of very high energy. Each one of the statues is a teaching, an 
energy, which has a unique code for the human race. Each is attuned to 
the universal essence—the human energetic form which is beyond the 
physical. The sculptures represent a permanent way in which we are all in 
touch with oneness, but we have lost this trust in material form for thou- 
sands of years. The Jews and Christians condemned these sacred vessels 
as “idols.” They learned that individuals could find their freedom by dis- 
covering angelic form on Earth through learning the encoded messages 
in stone. We transferred the energy form out of Canaan in 1141 BC when 
the Earth temples were desecrated, for this land was to hold the new tem- 
ple. There are great snake forms of sacred stone buried deep within the 
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ground here, built by us, which resonate with the Galactic Center. These 
forms have power, ultimately, over humanity’s religious and political 
control of destiny. “As above, so below,’ was miscommunicated. These 
words are actually the Angelic Law of Compensation, which states, “The 
Above is exalted in the Below” Divinity implants energy into stone and 
radiates it out to encourage humankind to evolve, just as quartz crystals 
contain the exaltation of heaven in Earth. 

I will now shift to the next transfer point: Teotihuacan. 

I exist in a square column in the Temple of the Quetzal Butterfly 
above the Temple of the Plumed Shell at Teotihuacan, “where the tree 
god comes to Earth.” I was asleep until August 16, 1987, when my spirit 
brother, the Nahuatl shaman, Victorio, woke me up by carving my form 
in obsidian. I have been the guardian stone hawk in this temple for two 
thousand years—since the time of Christos, in the form of the 
Quetzal —looking out through the obsidian eyes of Horus, carved into 
my face in the columns. I came here to exist on Earth until the end of the 
cycles of time, and I have been fully alive within this stone, holding the 
energy form of Christos, the descending god who becomes fully human. 

Teotihuacan contains the Emerald Records of the story of Christos, as 
La Venta— Machinga—contains the codes of body dynamics in relation 
to other dimensions—the way in which humans take on form for the 
experiences needed by their souls. Iam ready to open the Green Records, 
because doing so is safe now. We have passed beyond the Nine Hells of 
the Aztecs that spanned the period from 1519 AD until August 1987 
AD. Pyramid relief drawings which depict four steps down to a base and 
four steps back up symbolize the Nine Hells. Pyramids with six steps up 
to a top and six back down symbolize the Thirteen Heavens. During the 
last Nine Hells, Mesoamerica was challenged to protect the original 
sacred teachings of Machinga and Teotihuacan, and this phase is now 
complete at the New Dawn. 

The Christians from the East brought their religious beliefs about 
good against evil, their systems which teach that people are sinners at 
birth and must be redeemed. The Native Americans were judged to be 
“pagan” or at best innocently evil. The Nine Hells was a time during 
which the Native Americans rediscovered their own true divinity as cus- 
todians of the Earth, when the red race remembered that they were the 
chosen teachers of the white race. When the white race first invaded, 
they wore the mask of Quetzalcoatl. When they removed the mask to 
exhibit domination, the people were amazed! The native people said, 
“The white man, he must be crazy!” The people of the Americas were 
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very patient, and they waited for the time of truth which would come 
because all the prophecies said it was so. The custodians truly believed 
the invader would recover from his sickness in the head that came from 
belief in a basically sinful nature. The white race would learn that Crea- 
tion is good and can be trusted, and would learn to worship the Earth. As 
the time drew very near, certain white teachers were told the Legend of 
the Rainbow Warrior. They were given the true story of Quetzal- 
coatl/Kukulcan, the return of Christos—the birth of divinity in the 
Goddess. 

The return of the Rainbow Warriors on Harmonic Convergence was 
the remembering by these teachers of how alive the Earth is when sacred 
sites are charged with power during ceremony. The Emerald Records are 
the entry into the hidden world, the journey through the night to 
observe the rising of the Sun at the New Dawn. They contain the true 
creation story. 


Now I was intrigued. Emerald Records. . . there was a feeling in that term which 
seemed to open new centers of creativity in myself. Teotihuacan as the place where the 
Emerald Records are located. . . this was a refreshing possibility that the records of our 
spiritual evolution would be located in a temple site that had lain dormant for over a 
thousand years, and which was located in the Western Hemisphere. As fascinated as I 
was and still am by Egyptian, Sumerian, Druidic, Greek, and Hebrew mythology, I 
was even more excited by the possibility that the real story might be hidden right in my 
own land of birth. And Mayan daykeeper, Hunbatz Men, notes that the pyramid con- 
struction in Mesoamerica continued until about 500 years ago. Perhaps I was born 
here to manifest a sacred teaching of my own. Maybe we will build pyramids again. 

When I was a child studying mythology, I longed for my own temples and 
pyramids. A few years before Harmonic Convergence in August of 1987, I began to 
remember that the real touchstone for me might be Teotihuacan, the pyramid complex 
north of Mexico City. I traveled to Teotihuacan to see whether this was the place of 
revelation for me. I have also traveled there several times since then, and each time I 
have received an extraordinary teaching. 

I took my large quartz record crystal with me the first time, since the teaching might 
not be linear or verbal, but might come to me in some form which I would have to 
decode over time. The record crystal dutifully soaked up the hologram of the Records. 
The revelation of the Emerald Records then came to me through this crystal over a 
period of time. This knowledge will be revealed in each chapter of this book. The Emer- 
ald Records contain the single most important teaching about evolution on this planet, 
and a knowledge which is preparing us to experience the Heart of the Christos. The 
indigenous people of Mesoamerica have never forgotten that there is no separation— 
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they know that we are all living within the dreams of each other. That is why they knew 
Cortez wore the mask of Quetzalcoatl! Christos cannot return to a world that believes 
that one group or race is chosen by God while another ts doomed. That is the Tower of 
Babel, the synagogue of separation. The judgment of others is what keeps us from our 
desire to know divinity. 

When I arrived at Teotihuacan, I went to the Temple of the Quetzal Butterfly 
located directly above the Temple of the Plumed Shell. The section I was drawn to is an 
open-air courtyard surrounded by twelve, large, carved columns. Behind the columns 
in a covered area are fret designs in red ochre of a tree reaching for the sky and descend- 
ing into the Earth—the descent of the red race. The top of the temple has solar unity 
symbols which reached for the sky and also ground into the Earth. The center of the 
courtyard is graded downward into a hole in the center, a sipapu—a hole to the spirits 
of the underworld in the Hopi tradition. This sipapu allows the rain water to flow 
down to levels below, and the whole courtyard feels like a temple of baptism. The visi- 
ble level below contains magnificent conch shells carved in stone. The conch is the 
sacred shell of Quetzalcoatl, the Mesoamerican god who is the same as Christos of my 
own land. Sitting in lotus position in front of the sipapu with my record crystal and 
eagle feather, I asked to be given the knowledge of the Emerald Records. 

The sun was hot, the winter winds outside the exquisite temple were strong, and 
my eyes studied the carved square columns of the Quetzal, which was the face of my 
own teacher, Horus. There was no doubt that this was a temple of the Divine Son, 
because Horus was a divine child as well as a bird in Egyptian mythology, and the leg- 
end of the return of Quetzalcoatl often involves the hawk. The hawk and the Quetzal 
symbolize metamorphosis. The eye is critical when contacting Horus, much as the Ojo 
Dios, the Eye of God, is important to native people. The obsidian eyes of the birds on 
the columns began to mesmerize me as I went into another dimension. 

The first gate opening into the Records was a radical shifting in my bodily dimen- 
sions, and in my very understanding of the events I had experienced in this lifetime. I 
could hear the birds in the columns communicating with each other, and I became one of 
them as they recognized me. There was a great wind in the ancient temple courtyard that 
was open to the sky. My companions said that the tourists suddenly scurried out. My 
crystal began resonating with my own stone being as I heard a high-pitched whistling 
deep in my head. The sound felt like an obsidian knife, and then I heard a voice in the 
courtyard that seemed to come from the columns: 


You are here to name yourself, even if it means 
you are an ass? 
For your light to come into matter, 
radical transmutation is required. 
In you we see dense grey forms brought here from eons ago, 


24 / Heart of the Christos 


yet here you are in the temple of Gaia-Saa. . . 
Earth truth. 
Woman, what are you going to do at this point? 
For you are not in form in your Earth self yet. 
You, not we, made yourself imperfect. We are only love. 


If we let you pass, you will be annihilated. 

So, tell us why you think you can pass our veil. 

I say — Open to me! I will look at all dense grey forms. 

If you will let me know the truth. 

I will now look at the evil, all of it! 

Be it mine or the issue of another. 

I will agree to know every evil you shine your light upon. 


Ha! What a joke you make up now! You? A Heyoka! 
You haven't figured out how to laugh yet! 


I still ask to pass. . . 


And, with this crystal, I pledge to tell the whole story, 
To my people of the heart. Whatever the story is, 

I will reveal that story, 

If you will open the door to the Records, to me. 


Oh! Hoh! Let’s let her have it, full force! 
You have participated in every evil and ecstasy 

from the beginning. 
You have been overtaken when you channeled before, and 
In the condition you are in now, 

you will be overtaken again. 
Ah, but we see that you enjoy a free-flowing life, 

that your intuition and spontaneity guide you. 
You already know about what you did before. . . 
Hah! 
You don’t even seem to give a damn about your past! 
You don’t even seem to fear the ones who will fear you, 
If you dare to bring in the Records! 
You are trying to integrate good and evil? A worthy task! 
But, you have not looked at every ugly part of yourself, 
The evil that you despise in others is actually your own. 


I ask to pass again, knowing that if you deny me, 
I am consigned to a life of searching for the secrets 
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and only seeing my own nose. 
I cannot be Sisyphus, Icarus, Atlas, Faust, or Job. 
I ask to pass, knowing that my third request 
is my enlightenment, or my doom. 
I ask to pass, knowing that each revelation I am given 
Will create a corresponding freedom in my soul. 


Hoh! So you ask for such clarity 
that you will not even be taken over? 
As you bring the story of the Christos to all those 
Crying for the spilling of the water of the ages past. 
The pouring out by all the great people who believed 
They were fulfilling their own great destinies? 
Do you not see that those who need this wisdom for survival, 
Will attempt to become your most worthy opponents? 
Stop! We do not wish to annihilate you! 


You cannot! 

I experienced my own essence when | was five years old! 

I never forgot it. 

The visions haunted me like tongues of fire, 

Only here in this antediluvian temple do | feel my essence! 
I cry! I cannot go back, for | know my mission. 


Do you know if we agree to this 

that you will have to see 
All the misuses of power that have accrued to you 

as priest — 
Channeler of transformation — in all your existences? 
You will have to look at the blackness in your own heart. 
Do you see that you are asking to expose secrets 

that people have died and sold their souls for 

in all the past ages? 
You say you want to free that which you love —life itself? 
You are willing to challenge all demons 

so that Earth can plant new symbols and ceremonies? 
You will have to let go of all ideas 

that you ever thought defined you! 
Are you willing to be named the Ass? 
Do you see that you have come here to know your power, 
Which means you will value the wisdom of those you teach 
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more than your own? 
You are willing to let go of self for the new road of life? 


Yes? 


Pass! You have entry to the Emerald Records! 
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PRIESTS, KINGS & 
THE SIRIUS STAR RECORDS 


The records of time, the real story of our history—imagine if I could get in touch 
with the origins of creation. What are we? What is our consciousness? I had passed 
through the three gates, passed beyond the judgment of others, and beyond the idea that 
evil was not me. Possibly I knew who I was in this life, but that did not show me how I 
arrived at this organization of self that I perceived to be me. What had I done before? 
What was the probable influence of past experience on my present self-definition? One 
thing I knew for sure: All of this knowledge existed within the cells of my own body. 
Who I was held a road map to my inner being, which had formed when I breathed the 
first breath of life. 

As I went into my inner self, I entered certain tunnels and passed by others in 
haste. But what if I stopped at those and listened? So I stopped to listen at the doors of 
the passed-by elements of my inner self, and I heard the screaming of damned souls 
within! What was the matter with them? The screaming got louder and louder! 

“You think you are a healer, when you can't even look at all the experiences you ve 
participated in on this planet? You think you still are not possessed by old identities that 
you never even claimed? Don't you know that we are all down here because we failed to 
develop spirit? Don't you see that each time you came to Earth and then left without 
finding your soul, that you created a place in yourself that will deny the spirit when it 
comes to you now? You cannot regenerate yourself unless you integrate every action you 
have ever done and then create spirit right in that place that you once denied. Welcome, 
Barbara to the records of time. We will happily allow you to look at each experience you 
ever had in which you denied your soul life.” 

Then I hauled out my map of what-to-admit-about-myself-and-what-to-never- 
look-at, and my body began to teach me. Actually, my body was groaning. Since this 
deep search had been triggered during a session in which I saw that I really had chosen 
to incarnate this time, I began an intense healing crisis. I became afflicted with severe 
eczema and short-term memory loss, and I created a whole series of people around me 
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who seemed to be compelled to challenge my beliefs. My physical body was erupting as 
I tried to awaken myself. As I sal in my house meditating, first I felt heaviness and tin- 
gling in my arms. Images flowed into my heart showing me that I was tired of wander- 
ing around this place never knowing who I was. As if called to another level by a beau- 
tiful ivory bird with iridescent feathers, I let myself go into my own heavy arms. 


I stand wearing heavy leather sandals and a brown and grey, coarse, 
hooded cape. My brown hair is medium length with curls at the ends, 
my skin is thick and coarse, very weathered, and | have a square and 
prominent chin with full lips. My rather bulbous nose is broad and long 
with a bump on the ridge. My cheeks are sunken, with high cheek bones 
that stand out on the side. My scraggly beard grows down my neck and 
meets with my chest hair. | am hairy. I wear a leather belt around my 
waist with an attached bag of runes hanging from it. This bag is made of 
soft brown leather and is smaller than my fist. As I hold my runes, my 
hands and fingers feel thick —filled with ultraviolet blue-green energy. | 
feel energy pulsating in my throat, running through my shoulders, arms, 
and torso, and shooting down my feet and into the Earth. 

The skin on the backs of my hands is pale and hairy. I wear a ring 
with an oval jade stone set in silver, the signature of my brotherhood, the 
Liber Frater. As long as | wear the emblem, I can hold my power. I always 
know what to do as far as timing is concerned because I have total use of 
my intuition and know exactly when to act. When I was initiated, the 
brothers told me that my ring would mean I would always do the right 
thing. I believe that. I don’t have to follow the ordinary rules. 

I’m standing in front of a cave where grass grows and rocks abound, 
and | look out at beautiful green rolling hills, golden meadows of tall 
grass, and sparkling rivers. This land is part of my body, and my energy 
field resonates to its various contours. The Earth forms are my body. The 
landscape rolls and undulates with the sky, and all is luminous like my 
runes. 

I feel very dense, very magnetized. I am a resonater with the forces in 
the universe and the forms of the Earth. | am 47 years old, my name is 
Nera, Druid master, and I have just finished my 18-year mastery training. 
All the secrets of the ancient ones were passed on to me. For example, as 
I stand here, | see all my lives in the past and all my future lives. I there- 
fore move myself to my own epitome of absolute courage. 

I am a Druid master. Coming down a stone hallway wearing a leather 
tunic and cloak, I carry a sword. | take off my cloak and put it in the cor- 
ner out of the way. There are six or seven men in the room at the end of 
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the hallway. I am going to kill them all. These men are pestilence, for 
they plot against the king, the only order in the midst of the chaos of Brit- 
ain. There is much death, destruction, and plague, and my king is Celtic, 
from the Atlantean lineage. He is the king of Angleterre. While every- 
one else is selling out to the Roman Church, he is genuine, for he loves 
the land. These men are in here planning to harm him, and then one will 
try to kill me. These men belong to the king’s court, but they cannot be 
trusted. 

I saw my opportunity this morning when I realized that the men 
would all be in here at once. Their room is connected to the prison, and 
they are all guards and court servants. After a court festival yesterday, 
they all decided to take the day off and get drunk. The main source of 
trouble for the king is from these men. If I kill them, my path will be eas- 
ier. I can go forward while maintaining order and balance in the king- 
dom. I am a Druid master who serves the Divine King. The king is shep- 
herd of his people, chosen by God for their welfare. At this dark time in 
history, my work is to maintain the balance of the kingdom so that food 
is grown and people can eat. 

My Roman sword has a wide blade about sixteen inches long which 
is very destructive. I’m like an animal, keyed up and watching every 
movement. If I can destroy these men fast, there will be no one to inter- 
rupt me. I open the door and quickly look to see where each man is posi- 
tioned, and the placement of their weapons. A few of them must have 
daggers, but their swords are lying in a pile at the edge of the room. Once 
] see where the weapons are, | leap quickly into the room and kick the 
weapons lying on the floor behind me. I could have just gone in and 
stabbed one of them, but I kicked the swords away so I could watch their 
reflexes and quickly judge which ones were really drunk. I had already 
listened by the door for quite awhile to make sure most of them were 
really inebriated. 

The man right in front of me lurches around, and I gore him hard in 
the chest. He is the one with the quickest reflexes, and he falls as another 
man to my left starts to lunge for me. I stab him in the throat, and he falls 
gasping in front of me. I twist backwards to push quickly forward. | stab 
another one in the back who hardly realizes what is happening. I dash 
around to the other side of the table where the other three are and, as two 
of them sit dazed, the third one jumps up on the table. | slash off the head 
of one who still sits, and stab the other one in the chest. The man on the 
table lunges for me as 1 am stabbing the second man. | thrust, throwing 
my chest forward on the table, as he stumbles over me. I turn and flip my 
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body as he comes for me and I start to fight with him. 

He’s got a dagger which grazes my right arm. He hugs my body as | 
slice his thigh with my sword. My sharp blade parts his iron-tensed 
upper leg muscles, chopping into his bone like a meat cleaver. He jerks 
into spasms, screaming with pain like a felled lion. He staggers back and 
falls against the table edge, then onto the floor. I stab him in the heart as I 
stare into his eyes and expel all the air from my lungs. I yank my sword 
out and pierce each one of them in the heart from the front or back. 
Mostly they are lying with their faces down. I make sure they are all dead 
by turning the bodies over, piercing them in the front, and observing the 
blood spurt from their hearts. I chop off the hands of the one who fought 
me. I feel high, light, and I have no doubts, whatsoever, about what | 
have done. Death is inconsequential since I am spiritually evolved. Why 
should I care about killing a man? 

These men were absolutely wrong in what they were doing. | freed 
them by killing them, and they can come back in another life. It was a gift 
from me to sever them from their evil ways. This is a lifetime of great 
power. My task finished, | fill the room with blue energy, beautiful 
aquamarine energy. Then I put my sword in its scabbard, step backwards 
into the hallway, get my cloak, hold my hands out in front of me, and 
bound out of the room into another realm. I jump, make my shoulders 
very heavy, make my body into an energy rod, and just shift to a differ- 
ent place. The feeling is electrical. 

Now I'm sitting at a table. I have shifted here and resolidified into a 
light-filled room. I see a very beautiful, bright blue lady sitting next to 
me. An eight- or nine-year-old blond boy is sitting at the table. The lady 
is shining; she is blue light, and actually, she’s not really there. She 
seemed to be physical when | first came into the room at this table. But 
she is just blue light, not a real person. 

As soon as I am fully into the dimension, I sit here with the boy. I am 
now in the physical plane dimension, and the blue lady cannot be seen 
by me. The boy is the son of the king, and I am his teacher, his tutor. He 
is a very, very special child, and I’m teaching him about numbers and 
mathematics. I use stones, not the runes, to teach him about counting. I 
killed the men while I was also sitting here with the boy. I do not want 
the fact to be known that | killed the men. But how can I! be accused of 
being in two places at once? This is a special skill, and to demonstrate the 
phenomenon, | return to the point at which I left the room with the boy. 

The king is named Aethelberht and his son is Arthur. As I show the 
boy how to count, he works very hard. He becomes absorbed. Then in 
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my unconscious mind—my reptilian brain—I become aware that the 
time is fast approaching when I must go kill the men. The boy is 
absorbed, busy, and very meditative. He is not aware that I am disappear- 
ing. He is so involved in his studies that even if he looked up and I wasn't 
there, he would not notice. When I am sure the child is totally absorbed, 
and the exact right time has come, I simply reorganize the cells in my 
body by imaging the other doorway. I jump from one place to another. I 
am gone for 20 minutes. 

I can image another place and, with my will, jump into another 
dimensional warp by accessing the timeless place between locations. 
Many people bilocate, but do not become conscious of these journeys of 
their astral bodies because of the limiting belief that they can only be in 
one place at one time. Also, since they have not been trained in the magi- 
cal arts, rarely can they do anything physical—as I did in the murder of 
seven men—when they travel. This is the cause of all kinds of weird 
goings-on, but the moral issue is what is important to me. This was a very 
dark time in my character development. The cause of my actions as I 
bilocated was my belief that I must sacrifice for the king. I move to a time 
when | am with the king as a Druid high priest. 

The king sits in a large, high-backed chair and | sit next to him on his 
left. 1am in council with him in the stone great hall. The walls are 20-feet 
high with tall windows that admit diffused light, lending a timeless qual- 
ity to the court scene. There are massive pillars supporting the stone 
arches in the middle of the room, and dripping wax candles in sconces 
flicker in the dusty air. Soldiers guard all the entrances but they cannot 
hear what we say if we talk quietly. Aethelberht is a calm and nonaggres- 
sive person who is in close touch with all existing political and military 
realities. His thoughts are elsewhere as he sits here with me in council. He 
is in the center of the kingdom, but he is able to be in many places at once 
with his mind. He may also travel the way I do. 

He’s much younger than I am, with very black hair and a black beard. 
Nearly 40, with a muscular and wiry body, he is just shy of six-feet tall. 
This is very tall for a Briton of his type, unlike the Danes and Jutlanders, 
who are very blond and tall. His eyes are light blue with much light in 
them, and he has a very penetrating gaze. He asks in his mind, Is it done? 
and I answer in my thoughts, Yes, knowing that he means the killing of 
the men. 

Neither one of us want anyone to know what is at issue. Without 
verbalizing, we try to know and share much about what is going on. That 
is the way the priest always works with the king. The king knows the 
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courtiers were all killed. He would prefer that the name of whoever did it 
never be verbalized. Besides, was I really there anyway? What is a murder 
when the perpetrator was in two places at once? What if we kill our ene- 
mies with our thoughts? This is a complex situation. His wife, Bertha, is a 
Saxon princess, and the men I killed were her men. I know he does not 
want to know, yet I tell him of the slain men to make sure he knows that | 
am in service to him, for my service is my innocence. 

He slumps down in his chair, puts his chin on his right hand, and 
looks off to the side, expelling air out of his lungs. He says, “These are 
heavy times that this should happen.” Then he shifts his body forward 
and says, “Now, we can move to take Angleterre Castle, the Saxon hold- 
out” He is in a stronger position now that the six men have been killed 
because the Saxons are trying to infiltrate the kingdom since Bertha is 
his wife. 

Next, we will do the runes. 

He gets up and I walk behind him as he goes through the great hall to 
the entrance of a room. The soldiers at the door open it, and we pass 
through into a narrow hallway after going down four steps. The wooden 
door at the end of the hall has a window in the shape of a Celtic cross that 
has been cut through its thick wood. This is the divination room. It was 
built over the ancient stone circle that was constructed here when 
Avebury was built. This room is the oldest part of the castle, and will 
later become a Christian chapel. Now we call the castle Gaevering. We 
bend to go through the small door. Shutting the door behind us, the king 
relocks the door with a big, ancient, iron key. The room is damp and 
closed, an ideal environment for the many spiders living within its round 
walls. I walk to the other side of the chamber to open the wooden shut- 
ters, letting fresh air in. There is a vibrant blue rug in the center of the 
room. We sit on the edges of the rug as I light a candle by striking a flint 
hard on a stone. I light the oil lamps on the edges of the room, and as | 
light the wicks, any spirits or bad energies are cleared away. The king and 
I go into a mystical state together, and I look into Aethelberht’s eyes and 
reach into my rune pouch. 

He says, “The bridge to the spiritual energy forces of my divine king- 
dom is destroyed. How can I again call the higher planes to my people?” 

I am distressed. I did not know this had happened. He knows more 
than I do, and I respect his insight. We have been struggling to write in 
runic form the new laws based on ancient Celtic wisdom. We must save 
our ancient customs as invaders settle on our land. There has been a prob- 
lem with the priestess, Mordreth. Only the king and I know that the king 
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took the form of Cernunnos—the Horned God—in the hierogamous 
with Mordreth eighteen years ago. A child was probably born, and that 
child would be the divine child of the sacred force of the Earth goddess 
and king. Such a child would be the vessel/Grail of the genetic line of the 
gods. Was there such a child to be revealed? I ask, “Was there a child from 
the sacred union of Earth and sky many years ago?” 

“Yes; he replies gravely, “and the child is now of age. I have commit- 
ted a fatal error. As you know, my Saxon wife is now a Christian, making 
our son, Arthur, a Christian. I am torn apart by my two sons, who would 
kill each other like Cain and Abel if I revealed the truth. I carry their 
fratricidal creation in my heart as the country becomes the vessel of the 
deathly struggle between the Earth religion and Roman Christianity. My 
first son, Wotan, is a consecrated child of the Earth, and my son, Arthur, 
is Church-consecrated. I am split, which creates a corresponding split in 
the dragon energy under all the ancient temples, for I hold the temples in 
my heart. 1 am guilty of pagan sin, for my queen has shown me that I am 
born evil. I asked to be freed from the devils in baptism. I confessed my 
pagan sin to the bishop, and he betrayed me to the queen! Bertha made 
plans to have the priestess and my son put to death. I could not bear it. I 
told Mordreth, and she fled over the sea years ago to a distant temple 
with our son, Wotan. 

“She cursed me when she left, saying, ‘You are damned to be the last 
sacred king, who will now serve the Church of the Powers and Principali- 
ties until your kingdom, and every other kingdom, loses its power just as 
the Romans did. You will hold the Imperium, and lose the Bretwalda. 
Your kingdom and the Church will become fat with power, obsessed 
with intrigues, and you are doomed to ravage the Earth until she can no 
longer support your greed. As long as you hold the Imperium, you will 
hold the power. But you will grow to hate that power! You are making 
covenant with your own oppressor! When you have fully implanted the 
oppressor in your heart —the kingdom—the Goddess will return to the 
Earth temples of Britain. This will be a time when two women rule your 
country.” 

I am stunned. How has this evil been unleashed to rot our kingdom? I 
have been taught that the king is divine, that I am serving heaven by his 
will. Merlin was my teacher but he went into the wilderness years ago 
when the Christian priest came. The priest had been called by the queen, 
who believed she was childless because the king was not baptized. 
Mordreth told me that the land would be ravaged if the Goddess was not 
honored. The barbarians are raiding our shores, plague ravages 
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the kingdom, and Mordreth said that these horrors are caused by the 
wrath of the Goddess whose divine child, Wotan, was not given his 
birthright. History will even say that King Aethelberht was a Saxon him- 
self, to cover up the pure Celtic divinity of Wotan. 

Instead of looking at what I had done myself, which was my only 
access to truth at this peak point in history, I quickly moved into prag- 
matism. How could I fix it? I could refuse to serve the king any more, as | 
did when Sigebert committed grave errors. I do not want to throw the 
runes for this man, but I am afraid of saying no, of being true to myself. It 
is a reactive pattern. I don’t deal with the problem, I jump out of the 
energy to fix it. | throw the runes. 

The king announces, “I am the first king of Angleterre, and | have 
denied my first born by not defending his bloodline for him. Where does 
the divine blood of kings go in this situation? What does this mean for 
my second son, Arthur, the child born from my Christian wife?” 

I become a column of energy the minute! throw the runes, an energy 
rod from Earth to sky, and the voice channels in: 

“The source of the wind is gone, the straight tree trunk is bent, the 
stars do not rise above the stones on the horizon, the springs no longer 
flow as the birds cease to fly. Like a man with no blood in his veins, the 
kingdom is at a still point. The Goddess has abandoned this land for a 
new land. Wotan took the line of sacred kings from this land to the tem- 
ple of the flowers protected by the monkeys who guard the genetic pool. 
Arthur and all future kings will serve the Church guarded by secret male 
warrior brotherhoods. Together, paternal orders will eliminate all ves- 
tiges of the Goddess from the minds, hearts, and myths of the people. 
The true story of the true king, Wotan, will be hidden within the secret 
society of the Knights of the Round Table. You have the Imperium, but 
you do not have the power. The power is transferred to the temple of the 
Sun, Nah Chan, of the planted cross in the new land.” 

The king stands up and walks out of the room. As he is closing the 
door, he looks back in at me witha grave expression. I go back to the cen- 
ter of the room and enter into a deep meditation. Soon | realize | am not 
alone, and! open my eyes to see the blue lady sitting across from me. She 
is my inner female. I recognize her instantly, and my body shudders 
with chills. 

She says, “I don’t know how many more times you need to do this, 
but I came to make sure that you look at what you have done because 
you are courting disaster. Murder is serious enough, but you have even 
misused power with the runes to avoid looking at your personal responsi- 
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bility. First you threw the runes to decide whether to kill the men, and 
you decided murder was a good idea from the reading. If you were more 
honest about your personal character, you would not be confused about 
using your divination skills to assist any king. The runes are for the reve- 
lation of the hidden levels in the cycles of history, and now you have 
opened yourself to be used by the gods.” She disappears. 

I sit for a long time focusing into my body. I will look at my faults no 
matter what they are. I jump out and travel right to Avebury, the temple 
of the birthing goddess where I was initiated on this land. Here is the 
only place in Briton I have felt peace, because here is the pure physical 
form that was built in 3113 BC at the beginning of this cycle of the 
Pleiades. It is a simple Earth form containing all the elements of the 5000- 
year cycle of evolution that existed before historic layers began to be part 
of Earth-temple geomancy. Human-made structures can contain the 
Pleiadean keys, but Avebury is completely constructed from uncut 
stones formed into circles, figure eights, and pathways which exhibit 
Earth symbols for stellar observation. It can only be understood by view- 
ing it from the Moon. 

Now I stand in front of a large menhir, a tall standing stone. In the 
night sky, the Moon is full, and the clouds are racing. The wind howls on 
this exquisite, damp evening. This stone circle is on the top of a very wild 
ridge east of Silbury Hill. The passage grave for passing souls back into 
the Galactic Center is to the west of this small sanctuary. It is now called 
Overton Hill, and the passage grave, West Kennet Barrow. Our most hal- 
lowed sanctuary, I come here when I am disconnected. 

Thousands of years old, Avebury is a unique gift from the ancient 
ones who knew how to be connected with the central spiritual force of 
the universe: the spiraling Galactic Center. Even now in the sixth century 
AD, we have already lost the memory of the origin of our creation. We 
are sure that the ancient ones knew more about our cosmic source than 
we now know. In the beginning, they placed the stones on points where 
the Goddess breathes, and this sanctuary is where she cries for her Divine 
Son. As time passes, the people will know even less than we know now. 
The Christians will destroy many of these sacred stones in the thirteenth 
century. When the Goddess returns to the Earth and breathes again in 
2012 AD, this temple will be rebuilt exactly as it stood in the beginning. 

I stand in front of a rock wearing only my cloak, the wind brushing 
my bare skin, cooling all the parts of my body. I am rigid in front of the 
stone with my feet firm on Earth and my hands reaching for the sky. | am 
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totally confused after 25 years of political intrigues in the courts in 
Britain. 

All day today I have meditated, first in the inner womb sanctuary of 
Silbury Hill, surrounded by the secret waters of life. The star teachers 
who initiated me can see the great hill with the waters around it from the 
sky because this valley and spring are sacred to the hawk. Thousands of 
years ago, the Goddess created this Earth temple as the central teaching 
about Earth for our star teachers. This site is visible from the stars and 
tells the story of the protection of Earth by the Goddess, and of her eter- 
nal birthing of her Divine Son. We cannot allow our stellar creators to 
forget that matter comes into new lifeforms on Earth. This birth process 
happens nowhere else but on Earth! But, have the gods forgotten us? | 
was sent here from the Rhineland to protect this Earth generator. Is any- 
body listening to me calling for a god, a being greater than myself? 

The day lengthens into late afternoon, and | meditate for a long time 
next to the spring of the swallows, which emerges from an underwater 
river running under the passage grave. The spring flows under the con- 
secrated skull of a very ancient sacred king. The current flows around Sil- 
bury Hill, the hill of emergence after the Flood. This hill was constructed 
over the original river-tossed egg of primordial creation, buried in the 
Earth by an ancient priestess of the Lion of Judah. These days, the sacri- 
fice of the sacred king for fertility and protection of the land against dis- 
aster is no longer necessary. The Druids, as keepers of the ancient records 
of this planet, have been informed that the gods no longer require this 
sacrifice from us. Instead, it is the time for the Druids—the priests of the 
tree god—to instruct kings on how to personally live their own sacred 
journeys with the forces of dark and light. The sky teaching for Earth has 
ceased, and the people of Earth are ready to know divinity in their hearts 
by individually facing inner darkness. We are all asked to become coura- 
geous. I was sent into the court in Briton to teach Aethelberht about this 
entirely new freedom of the Earth. The gods no longer control us—now 
we create good or evil. 

When the first bishop arrived and infiltrated the court, he explained 
that all individuals had to be baptized so they could become vessels of 
grace. Grace would enable them to see the new teaching. Grace would 
protect them from the darkness in their hearts which would cause evil 
and chaos in the universe. Many listened because there was great trial 
and tribulation in the lands when Rome fell. When the basic economic 
and political structures disintegrated, the pagans began reintroducing the 
ancient sacrificial rites in order to appease the gods. We, the Druids, had 
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been teaching that the ancient sacrifices were no longer necessary, that 
we now had the right to appeal to the Creator directly to ask for help in 
time of trouble. 

When the Christian bishop introduced the teaching of baptism, | 
meditated for a long time. | realized that the teaching the bishop brought 
was in many ways similar to our Druidic teaching. The Roman Church 
teaches that converts are freed from devil possession if they wash away 
original sin and are baptized. As Druids, we teach that we can be divinely 
freed from possession by entities of other dimensions if we commune 
with the waters of the Goddess surrounding Silbury Hill, source of the 
waters of emergence from the previous world at Avebury Temple. 

Now I meditate about this teacher, Christos, which means Messiah 
in Greek —the Chosen One of the Elect of God. I am sure that this great 
teacher came to ask us to take responsibility for the Earth. I see that he 
was the last sacred king to be sacrificed, and as I see the magnificence of 
his planetary gift, I have an exquisite vision of him. Like a soaring white 
owl in the Full Moon, he shimmers with otherworldly light. He swoops 
over Avebury, over all the great stone circles, over all the sacred oak 
groves, and over the whole world. He blesses us. When the Christians 
came to the court, I was curious about them. But their court intrigues 
were evil! Worse than anything I—a pagan tree priest —had ever done! | 
could see that they did not believe in this new teaching — the new order 
of freedom—for their Church was enslaved by the Romans who had 
already enslaved my people, the Celts. Christians located their sanctuary 
in Rome, and Rome is the temple of the gods who enslave humanity and 
oppress the human spirit. 

My values are breaking down around me. I thought it didn’t bother 
me to kill those men. But some moral shift has occurred in me now that I 
have had a vision of Christos. I am not sure | had the right to kill. This 
great master of love taught that each one of us has free will and the right 
to life. In the old laws, the individual could be sacrificed to the group, 
and such a sacrifice was cosmic— beyond human. I will go into my ances- 
tral tomb, the barrow —spirit home in the Goddess. I will ask the grand- 
fathers and grandmothers if they also agonized over the sanctity of indi- 
vidual free will within the collective needs of the great ancient clans. I 
have always believed that the gods just decided everything for us in the 
ancient days and that we simply obeyed. I have always assumed that we 
were blissed out and in ecstasy when we sacrificed ourselves. Perhaps my 
ancestors will know if we once angered the gods? Did we ever disobey 
divine decrees in order to know a personal destiny? Christianity teaches 
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that each individual is of cosmic importance. 

My access to the truth about the significance of the individual within 
the collective must come from my present reality. But, in my times, the 
individual is not really sacred to the Christians —I see no signs that their 
God is present for them, and yet they claim to have displaced my gods. 
Where did the gods all go? Where are you, gods, as I cry for you in my 
need? Am | alone and abandoned in the cosmos? 

My mind races madly like an endless old curse as | walk along the 
ancient energy lines worn deep into the fertile Earth. These lines begin at 
the exit from the sanctuary and snake across the land to the barrow. The 
underwater spring which begins under the sanctuary flows deep under 
the sacred pathway, and the sun is setting behind the barrow. Now is a 
strange time to go into the tomb, but I am drawn by an irresistable force. 
The rolling hills and oak groves shimmer magically in the waning light. 
The top of Silbury Hill is visible on my right and West Kennet River is a 
silver snake—the writhing Goddess body. Usually we only go into the 
barrow before sunrise to observe the rising sun in the east. Souls choose 
to incarnate with the rising sun, and we are the keepers of each soul’s 
entrance. Ahead I see the great menhirs that form a concave half-circle 
leading into the barrow entrance. The litany of nine great stone gods 
awaits my quest. 

As I come to the front entrance of the barrow, I am afraid to go in. 
But I am drawn to the center sanctuary. | roll away the central, round 
stone covering the entrance, and ] walk slowly into the passage, readjust- 
ing my eyes. I see the small tombs to my right and left with their eagle 
and hawk feather totems, fresh but wilting flowers, cups of mead, and 
crystals glowing in the oil lamplight. Coming closer to the sanctuary, | 
am grateful that the priests and priestesses of the clans are still feeding 
our graves. As long as the ancient bodies of the ancestors are blessed 
while becoming Earth, we can return again until our quest here is com- 
plete. The Christians have not yet found this tomb. 

My heart is beating like a huge drum as | enter the hallowed space at 
the back covered with the beautiful spirals of the ancient ones. | stare at 
the spirals, sitting in lotus position in the center of the sanctuary, facing 
west. The spirals begin to move in the flickering light of the lamps as | 
feel my higher head centers being activated. I feel the pounding in my 
heart and my own blood coursing through my veins. Getting dizzy and 
disoriented, | want to run, as I feel myself being sucked back in time. | 
perspire due to the air pressure effect from being pummeled through 
space and/or time, and | fear | will have a heart attack. A huge black spi- 
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der lands ‘ploomp’ on my right arm! “Trust, Nera, trust now,” a voice 
whispers from the rocks. 

] am amazed! The spider is the totem of the teacher gods. She has 
come in response to my need to know. My heart begins to slow out of 
gratefulness for this deep affirmation which says that I can ask my ques- 
tions, and that the gods will hear me when I cry for them. 

Suddenly, an incomprehensibly gigantic voice comes out of the spi- 
der, as if her voice is the actual sound of the galactic movement. She 
begins, “You have asked for the Emerald Records of the gods and of their 
relationship with all peoples of Earth. You have asked, so we will release 
the records of the secrets of the Five Worlds, the Green Records of Earth. 
The story of time is held in secret until Earth is ready to birth herself, 
ready to emerge into the consciousness of her own body.” 

The spider continues: 


The gods are not limited to the third dimension of fixed space and time 
as you are, but their experience with Earth Is cyclical and limited by orbit. 
That is the law of the solar system. The gods are beholden to the laws of 
your solar system as well as the universe and galaxy, and you are the source 
of Earth connection. Beings born on Earth can know the Creator—the one 
God. You are the companions of the gods in the birthing laboratory of this 
solar system, but their cycle is so long and wise that you forget about 
them—your sky teachers. They long to have you remember their experi- 
ence with you now. They are cosmically lonely, while you desperately search 
for the memory of your communion with them when their cycle has brought 
them to Earth. 

When you truly accept all the phases of your evolution, then you will be 
prepared for their teachings about dimensions beyond the third. Know this 
as you hear the amazing story of your divine origins: The gods were once 
only spirit and you were once only matter. By their desire to know matter, 
the gods became spirit and matter while you became matter and spirit. 

First you must remember the last four visitations to Earth by the gods— 
the Four Worlds of Emergence before the Fifth World of Christos. They visit 
Earth in the third dimension every 3600 years, and it Is time now to remem- 
ber the returns of 10,800 BC, 7200 BC, 3600 BC, and 0 AD. Your time has 
come because now is the revelation from the O AD visit. If you can reattune 
to your divine experience, your sky memory, your teachers of synchronicity, 
your ancient mastery techniques of dimensional vectoring, then your heart 
will open to your true origins in 2013 AD. At that time, your solar system will 
reverse its motion and begin returning to the Galactic Center. It will be too 
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late for those who have refused to feel the Heart of the Christos, and the 
third dimension will dissipate on Earth. There will be no more crosses or 
trees of the four directions; the time of learning must come to an end 
because the suffering of God must end. The solar system began its orbit out 
of the Galactic Center in ||,000 BC, and at that point the cycle of the Twelve 
Worlds began—the initiation into the teachings of the tri-star system, Sirius. 

In 10,800 BC, the planet of the gods—called Nibiru, Marduk, Aion, Mer- 
kabah, Planetoi, K'uatzal—orbited as usual into the Earths solar system. As 
soon as Nibiru entered the solar system, it was caught in the time dynamic of 
the solar system. This planet normally functions on galactic time. Nibiru 
orbited in past Pluto, Neptune, Uranus, Chiron, Saturn, Jupiter, the Asteroid 
Belt, and Mars, and then Earth became visible. Panic ensued when the 
Nibiruans saw that the poles of Earth had become encrusted with ice caused 
by the Greenhouse Effect from the pollution of Atlantean technology! 

For hundreds of thousands of years, the Nibiruans had mined the Earth, 
and this race was again planning on landing on Earth to obtain metals. Now 
the Nibiruans were afraid that the fly-by of their planet would imbalance the 
Earth, causing a polar shift, due to the weight of the ice. For the last 13,000 
years, the Nibiruans had begun to know the Earthlings in a more intimate 
way: Their scientists had altered the DNA of some Earthlings so that 
Adamah—as the men and women of Earth were now called—could become 
similar to the Nibiruans and reduce their own loneliness. This evolved spe- 
cies thought of humans as no better than animals, while the humans could 
never understand why the Nibiruans did not admire the wisdom of animals. 

In horror, the Nibiruans watched the Earth as their own large planet 
moved into position to cross the Earth's orbital path. Their planet began to 
pull on the gravitational balance of the Earth and its Moon, Maya. The 
Nibiruans were utterly helpless. They were imprisoned by their own orbit, 
as anybody in the solar system would be. The Earth wobbled and then 
shifted its poles three times! Almost all life on Earth, almost all of the struc- 
tures built there by the Nibiruans, and the last vestiges of Atlantis, a civiliza- 
tion established there by the Andromeda Galaxy, were destroyed in this 
great cataclysm. 

A few hundred years later, the Nibiruans returned from their orbit 
around the Sun and landed on Earth. There were almost no structures left, 
but the amazing variety of species on Earth, including Adamah, had survived 
and were existing in a very primitive state of survival. There were also many 
changes in the genetic lines of the species because the pole shift had caused 
an invasion of cosmic rays into the atmosphere of Earth. Cosmic rays carry 
the genes of species out of the inner heart of supernovas. The Nibiruans saw 
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that Adamah had no conscious memory of the cataclysm, but was now 
imprinted with an inner brain locus of paralyzing fear which had activated a 
chakra—the solar plexus—which had previously accessed feelings for the 
Goddess. 

The gods grieved for Adamah, for they recognized that this was the birth 
of the search for cosmic peace, a quality which the Nibiruans also desired. 
Quickly they surveyed as much of the situation as they had time for, and 
repaired the Great Pyramid and the Sphinx—a statue of a Nibiruan king 
which was carved out of solid limestone next to the pyramid. Then the 
Nibiruans built the Osirion as the first temple of emergence of Adamah after 
the cataclysm. This structure was to be the temple of the Sirian teachings, 
the sacred story of the evolution of the gods and the species. Then the 
Nibiruans left for their long journey into the dark night of the soul, beyond 
the solar system in deep space. 

Nibiru traveled out toward the star Sirius, reaching its farthest point 
from the Sun in 9000 BC. As the great planet prepared to change direction 
and return to the Sun, it was given the essential stellar teaching of this first 
phase—Sirius Teaching One for Earth. How the teaching was given to Nibiru 
was similar to the way each person receives teachings from their own higher 
self. If you trust such illumination, access to the divine is automatic. Sirius 
Teaching One to Nibiru was: 

“You will make a Garden in Eden so that you can begin to manifest the 
plant lifeforms of Earth. In exchange for the herbal teaching from Adamah, 
you will teach him about the alchemical building stone and the elemental 
mastery of water control. You are to tell Adamah that you are those who 
have walked with God, that you are the Enochians.” 

In 7200 BC, Nibiru returned again. At this time of the Second World, the 
Nibiruans were very excited. What a great project! 

When they landed on Earth, Adamah asked them: “Who are you?”’ 

“We are the priests of Enoch who have come to teach you new ways of 
wisdom,. they replied. 

Adamah asked, “Are you our Creator?” 

“No. We worship the central creative force of the universe manifested in 
spiraling lifeforms, but we are the teachers for Earth,’ they said. 

Adamah asked, ‘What is a priest?” 

And the Creator wept when the Nibiruans set in motion the first lie of 
the Twelve Worlds. Anu, the leader said, “A priest is one who walks with 
God and brings the news from God to your planet.’ 

Desire was created! For Adamah wanted to be a priest instead of finding 
God within the heart. 
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This was a time of primeval bliss. Adamah was awed to see that the rush- 
ing waters could be harnessed. That is why Earth legends about divine 
humans tell of their discovery in baskets on river banks. The gods were in 
awe of the genetic strains of plants. They brought a few of their own plants 
which amazed the Earthlings. They brought a Tree of Life—the date palm— 
and the seeds of corn, bananas, and grains. Long after the gods had left 
again, the fields of corn and wheat were worshipped, and the banana was 
admired as a phallic plant. The Tree of Life became the central altar of 
Adamah. Adamah noticed that the Tree lived thousands of years, just like the 
Nibiruans. The Tree's solar seed year is 3600 years because its DNA is 
Nibiruan. 

When the gods had to leave because their planet was ready to journey 
out of the solar system, they longed to stay, and Earth longed to keep them. 
But if they abandoned their original planet, the Nibiruans would lose their 
immortality. 

Adamah said, “Only the Earth has the Goddess. Perhaps if you lie with 
her you will never leave?” 

The Nibiruans had been observing the sexual habits of humans and ani- 
mals for thousands of years, and wondered what the experience felt like. 
They agreed with Adamah. A beautiful priestess was rubbed with oil and 
blessed with frankincense and myrrh, and she lay waiting on the bed in the 
very top of the Temple of Eridu. A great god came to her, and he made love 
to her with all the force of every mans first sexual experience. The waveform 
of erotic ecstasy was so intense that the eros was even felt by the Creator, 
who was very pleased. The Earth shivered with a new power, but the god 
was depressed, for he felt desire for the first time. His seed coursed through 
virgin veins in his luminous body. Like a great comet newly born in the center 
of the universe, which takes form in an atmosphere that lights an inner fire, he 
desired matter. He had lost his immortality, for he wanted to know matter as 
well as spirit. 

The priestess felt the power of spirit in her body. New ecstatic meridians 
opened in her body as the god's seed coursed through the virginal veins of 
his light body. She became dissatisfied with her mortality, and longed for 
spirit. As they found desire together—this erotic union of male and female, 
of Earth and sky, of matter and spirit—the desire to manifest a diamond 
body which could hold spirit was born. Neither one had ever felt such a 
union, and they were unbalanced by this new dimension because they could 
only fulfill its magnificent agenda during sexual union. But they were still 
caught in orbital definition, caught in being in the third dimension, and all 
levels of unity would be fulfilled only in time, in cycles of evolution. 
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Nibiru rose in the western sky over Eridu, having completed a journey 
around the Sun. The gods left, and the priestesses now burned eternal fires 
at the altars, waiting for the next return. For the first time, Adamah worried. 
Instead of existing In present bliss, Adamah waited for a return, and that pos- 
sibility became less real to each succeeding generation. The Divine Son of 
Adamah, Enoch, was born of the priestess who received the god, and the 
lineage of the elect, of demi-gods, was started on Earth. Half Nibiruan, half 
Earthling, Enoch lived a thousand years. 

Nibiru went out to the star Sirius and, in 5400 BC, received Sirius Teach- 
ing Two for Earth: 

“You will honor Adamah with your magical arts and divination skills 
when you return in 3600 BC, and you will learn the secrets of the animals 
from Adamah.” 

As they came within sight of the solar system in about 4000 BC, big trou- 
ble developed. All of the male gods wanted to mate with Earth priestesses 
because they had found out about the power of sexual desire when Enoch 
was created. Hundreds of the gods came to Earth in small spaceships and 
mated with priestesses in sacred sites—Earth groves and mountaintop tem- 
ples. Both men and women were happy, but then the gods started mating 
with animals. The Nibiruans did not see much of a difference between ani- 
mals and women in terms of the physical effects experienced during inter- 
course. The Earthlings were dismayed by the knowledge that disease 
resulted from this practice. Next, a disaster occurred! The Earthlings saw 
that new genetic forms were being created because the gods were able to 
impregnate the animals! Genetic barriers between animals and Earthlings 
had been built into the evolution of Earth. Suddenly the Earth was filling up 
with composite animal/god creatures. 

The head god of Nibiru, Anu, was furious as he came closer to Earth and 
saw the effects of this sexual practice. With his great powers, he could easily 
seed the atmosphere of Earth with ions so that rain would fall until the Earth 
flooded. He blasted Earth with ferocious lightning, but then he had a change 
of heart. Now he loved Adamah. Surely Earth could survive this plague of 
composite creatures, especially if the monsters were put to death. So, Anu 
arranged a secret meeting with Noah, who was a descendant of Enoch. He 
instructed Noah to gather a perfect male and female of each animal species 
into an Ark. After the flood, the Earth would be cleansed of the monsters, 
and the Ark would release the pure species to populate the planet again. At 
the appropriate time, Anu would send a Nibiruan priestess to birth a new 
race. He would send his own daughter, who would undergo the pain of physi- 
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cal birthing, because he loved Earth. The Earth flooded, and Noah saved the 
race as Anu had ordered him. 

Nibiru returned from its orbit around the Sun in 3600 BC. The Nibiruans 
landed and built temples in Sumeria, Egypt, India, and China. Since the glacial 
recession, Adamah now lived in many places on the Earth. The Nibiruans 
taught the people the wisdom of the gods, which was now purified of desire. 
This time the gods did not mate with priestesses but taught magical arts and 
tantric rituals to be conducted in the temple by Earthlings. Eve was brought 
from Venus to the Garden of Eden, and she was taught that her lover was to 
be Adam. All of the healing and divination arts were given to Earthlings so 
that the species could learn the ways of the gods. 

The Egyptians had been honoring the Sirian teachings in the Osirion 
since the 10,800 BC flood. The gods, in turn, studied the animal totemic wis- 
dom with Osiris, Isis, and Horus in beautiful temples originally designed by 
Nibiruans. As the time came to leave, separation was even more difficult. 
Already Adamah had found that knowing power created evil. He demanded 
that Eve belong to him exclusively when she was ready to give birth to her 
child. He needed to control her as a vessel for his seed because there were 
still monsters on Earth. For the first time there was anger, violence, and fear 
on Earth. Previously, this had only been the behavior of the gods. Earthlings 
were now defined as superior to animals because animals do not experience 
moral suffering caused by their own actions. It became a mark of superiority 
to be a judge, to be in a position to decide that one thing or person was bet- 
ter or worse than another. Separation was totally in form and all the struc- 
tures needed to ensure its perpetuation were being developed. 

When the gods saw Adamah doing things that they disliked in them- 
selves, they decided to save Adamah as a mirror image in which they could 
see themselves. Narcissism began, and would end only when Adamah was 
free. Anu made the first covenant with Noah, called the Noatic Covenant: 

The Lord would never flood the Earth again because he loved Adamah. 

But the gods panicked at their gift of magic and divination because they 
thought Adamah would use this power against them when the opportunity 
arose. They returned to their original lie, which was that they were the link to 
God, and they taugnt Adamah to set up a temple hierarchy. From then on, 
the power would be in the hands of consecrated priests and priestesses, and 
in the hands of kings who possessed the blood of the gods in their veins. Dis- 
trust was created. 

The Nibiruans left as a great cry went up in all the temples on planet 
Earth. But the priests were not unhappy to see their lords leave. As for the 
gods, when they saw Earth from space, the realization came that they had 
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made a grave error: They had not fully trusted Adamah with the Sirian gift! 
The Nibiruans had violated the divine giveaway. It was now time for all Earth- 
lings to be linked to the gods by means of astrology, tarot, and all other forms 
of magic and divination, but the gods reserved these teachings for the priest- 
hood, who would then use this ability to control other Earthlings. The Crea- 
tor observed this and decided that it was time for Earth to be free. 

When the third teaching was received from Sirius, even the gods were 
amazed! Sirius Teaching Three for Earth: 

“Adamah now has tasted of good and evil, but he can only know of divin- 
ity if granted free will. Free will can only be mastered on Earth by utilization 
of magic and divination, which involve the ability to be on Earth and in other 
dimensions simultaneously. By giving away the secrets of the divine, you can 
be freed from your original lie, which first separated me from my children of 
Earth. You will do this by assisting in the birth of the Son of the Source, the 
Creator, on Earth. Then Earth will transcend duality over time, for Nibiru 
will no longer be separate from the Solar Logos when Earth is the equal of 
the gods.” 


Sitting in amongst the spirals in the dim oil lamplight, I feel an 
intense pain in my heart. It is the place within myself that longs to go 
beyond all the eons of struggle and reconnect with my divine origins 
again, to see the face of the Creator! It is the place in me that looks up at 
the stars at night and wishes to return home, the place in me that finds 
peace when in the embrace of a lover. I blink my eyes, wondering when 
the spider will go on with her wonderful story. I eagerly await the best 
part —the more recent times. The spider continues: 


You are permitted no more knowledge. You cannot know any esoteric 
secrets until you have mastered the emotions which are released for you by 
this knowledge. Radical trust for humankind in the universe was first 
introduced in the fourth return of Nibiru inQ AD. When you have learned to 
totally trust your Creator, we will continue the story of the Emerald Records. 
Being unable to proceed is not your fault, for your whole civilization had 
ceased to trust. The Records were transferred to a new land so that the 
Third Sirian Teaching could be given to your planet. Someday you will know 
the trust of the new land when the old world releases the desire to be the 
birth place of the only god. 
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TIKAL AS THE GATEWAY 
TO THE UNDERWORLD 





We live in a world on the verge of complete annihilation, a world we have created 
that has emerged from powers hidden deep within the darkest recesses of the human 
soul. But not, of course, from within “my” soul! If this manifestation were within my 
soul, then could it be that I am unwittingly the evil itself? 

As I considered that possibility, I felt an intense pain in my heart. Only the body 
knows. Where was this resistance coming from? A blinding white flash innundated my 
brain as I realized the resistance was coming from my own soul! What did my soul 
want? Did it want me to surrender my judgments? Suddenly the blinding white flash 
turned to coursing red blood. Would I cause a heart attack by asking this question? 

I moved into the pain in my heart and again heard the souls screaming from within 
me: 

“Free us! Love us enough to look at the very darkest part of your being!” 

The struggle within my solar plexus was building to a level that surely would kill 
me! But what could I have done that was so unspeakable? 

My soul screamed at me, “So what if you are annihilated in your quest? You have 
gone too far now, Barbara. You are asking to be free, as all shamans have asked! You 
must offer your immortality. Even your soul can die. Why do you care?” 

I felt a lion roaring within me like a cosmic scream that could send the stars spin- 
ning and create a new supernova instantly. “Pass me!” screamed the lion! “For 
unbeknownst even to yourself, you have just acknowledged my power and asked me for 
my help. I give you my power, willingly.” 

I returned to the darkest lifetime lurking deep within my soul. 


As a young Mayan priest, I stand near a pyramid with steps up the 
side. There is a doorway on the pyramid’s right side which opens into the 
interior. The steps lead up to a platform on the top. I am the Huit- 
zilopochtli kachina of the Jaguar Cult, and this is the New Fire ceremony 
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of 843 AD, before the opening of the Thirteen Heavens. The pyramid is 
covered with colorful painted murals of snakes, lizards, and reptiles. We 
transmute reptilian energy here. This is the vibration which is felt in the 
shoulder chakra, the place where wings grow on the human body, and 
which is contained at the base of the spine. By dynamizing, or making 
manifest, the energy of the first chakra—the root chakra—we have a 
method for tapping into the experiential levels of war, violence, anger, 
and sex on the human plane. We are tapping into this level in order to 
transmute the energy to reach the second level —survival. 

I must tap into the first level of vibration to overcome fear and to 
know when to protect myself. This is the reptilian level, a primary level 
on Earth. This power to transmute must come from the deliberate activa- 
tion of my “young energy,’ the experiential levels that I require as a 
young soul in an evolving universe. When we activate the young energy 
frequency on the Earth plane, then historical experiential situations 
unfold for the needs of young souls. This is the most difficult part of the 
human experience to comprehend, in light of the divine plan for Earth. 
Activation of the survival level is analogous to setting off a bomb. But 
every soul must choose survival over pain, or that soul has no access to its 
own animal totem power, its own unique behavioral form on Earth. I am 
the Huitzilopochtli kachina at this time because my soul chose to inte- 
grate this kachina totem, the hummingbird, with my soul totem, the jag- 
uar. Now it is time for me to open my feline magic to draw the nectar of 
the gods. I have decided to create a space in my heart now for my future 
role in the Age of Flowers, to create a world which does not fear wild 
animals. 

We have been taught by the ancient ones that we cannot evolve 
without transmutation —the new phase cannot begin if there is too much 
old energy. There are seven steps on this pyramid —six plus the top plat- 
form. These six steps up, plus the top platform, plus six steps down, 
make thirteen—symbolic of the Thirteen Heavens—the experience 
above Earth. Initiates who climb these steps are offering themselves to 
further evolution. This is why the steps are so steep and why we are 
taught to look straight ahead when we ascend and descend. | feel this 
teaching implanted in the back of my spine where my skull meets with 
the top of my spine. 

We must climb the steps as an observation of the cyclic phases of 
time in sacred ritual. We are located in the middle of an unceasing jour- 
ney to know our divinity. We activate the energy with rattles, drums, 
and dance. In times of crisis or special ceremony, we dance with the 
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snake after meditating underground with her in a pot. When we liberate 
the snake, we fuse her reptilian spirit with our own in dance. When we 
have activated her spirit, we come into oneness with the reptilian energy. 
We become the snake and then we do not fear her. If there is energy in 
the land or people around us which is not in tune with the snake, then we 
begin to fear the life-force itself. 

Outside the pyramid, the visual dynamic is the dance which the peo- 
ple see, but they do not see the transmutation. Priests who work with the 
Jaguar Cult have no free will, and I hate this part of my life. We are ser- 
vants of necessity ordered by the gods to perform. The people hate us, 
but we are in control. At this time, we are coming to the end of an era of 
Nine Hells. The inside of the pyramid has four levels down, a bottom 
platform, and four levels up—nine steps, symbolic of the eternal return 
journey into the Earth. This configuration is buried under the surface 
level of the pyramid. When the forms of nine and thirteen are the ruling 
geometry of pyramids, these numbers represent the sacred wheel of 
time. I am in service to the Jaguar Cult and the god, Tezcatzlipoca. We 
were taken in and chosen when we were very young because we pos- 
sessed a special energy, a sexual force in our beings. The priests can tell 
which of the boys have this energy, and they took us from our mothers 
to serve the Jaguar Cult when we were seven. This ritual energy is so 
strong, addictive, and alluring, that we gave our free will away. We are 
told all kinds of lies. We are told that we are channels of sexual force from 
the gods to Earth. 


My higher self in that life is above me observing what | am doing. My 
higher self can separate what is true from what is false about that life. As | 
remember the life, | am existing in my body as a Jaguar priest, and my soul is 
outside me, observing. While | am a kachina, my higher self does not com- 
mingle with my physical body, for the physical body density and energy pat- 
tern is not safe for my soul during this phase of the priestly ceremonial cycle 
at Tikal. Now it is time to find out how my soul feels living on Earth while it Is 
separated from my higher self. 

The Nine Hells at Tikal from 375 AD to 843 AD created an obsession 
with absolute control on Earth which would be intensified all over the planet 
during the next Nine Hells from I5I9 AD to 1987 AD. But my soul never left 
me. It hovered over me, for this life was about immersion in the absolute 
dark night of the soul—that point when the faces of the gods are hidden, 
when the monster cannot be seen, for reality becomes the monster. 
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I am fourteen and, as the feather god, Huitzilopochtli, 1 am being 
prepared by the older priests to carry out a ritual for the cycles of time. 
The kachina spirit comes in and I become Huitzilopochtli as 1 am fed a 
cup of bitter liquid mixed with cactus juice. This is pulque—cactus juice 
and black mushrooms dried into a white powder. As they feed me this 
liquid, I do not really have a choice. I agreed to be the kachina—to 
embody the hummingbird who sucks the nectar of flowers, the etheric 
veils to the divine. We have been trained to never stop once we have 
begun a ritual. 

I am getting high, very energized, filling up with power, and I feel 
energy in my arms, hands, shoulders, and in my feet for dancing. But my 
soul is separated out, and I feel an agonizing loneliness. My soul does not 
agree to take the drugs, but my physical body thinks the concoction is 
just great, for I have a continual erection throughout the entire process. 
The energy is very sexual, very empowered, and very electrical. This is 
my snake energy; we are Snake Clan. I am entering into my phallus, 
becoming Huitzilopochtli, as they are drumming around me. 

We are inside the step pyramid over a configuration of the Nine 
Hells. We face the doorway to the West, the chaotic force, the sucking 
energy which brings the force to all four of the directions. We must 
embody all the directions. There would be no energy without the 
West —the ability to simply accept the forces of the Goddess as supreme. 
This is the Mayan temple of the West, the Temple of the Red Spirit, of 
Huitzilopochtli—the temple of the solar winds which periodically cause 
catastrophe on Earth. This is the temple which teaches about the fragility 
of life. All must come to this temple who need to learn that the great pur- 
pose of the universe is not accessible through only one part of it, but that 
we all must surrender to the greater whole for survival itself. 

The liquid burns as it goes down my throat and into the pit of my 
stomach. The drink is hot and painful and zaps my solar plexus, espe- 
cially the intestines. The sensation hits my solar plexus like acid and is 
absorbed into my system. Out shoots a white laser beam of light which 
penetrates all of my brain centers, like a stroke occurring at the realiza- 
tion of a truth that cannot be considered. My head is exploding as the 
pulque goes into my neurological pathways. The drug is so powerful that 
the effects could kill me if | were open to my soul's plan at this moment. I 
shoot my hands straight out, my feet firmly implanted in the Earth, and I 
have a great erection. I shoot the fire energy out of my five extremities: 
my feet, hands, and phallus. 
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As I shoot the energy out, the pyramid above me becomes activated. 
The beings in other dimensions are drawn to it in anticipation of a cere- 
mony which will generate experiences that will be meaningful for them. 
I am conscious of the appearance of the beings because my astral body is 
trained, and I can see forms in other dimensions. One of the purposes of 
ceremony is to invite in beings from other dimensions, and those of us 
who lead ritual in the physical body watch these appearances. Of course, 
we hope they will be visitors who elevate us, but the risk we take by 
opening the veil is that essences caught in negative thoughtforms may 
manifest. As I activate myself, | am a conduit which activates beings who 
require this teaching from other planes. As they come into form, I can see 
them. 

That is what I don't like — using my energy to activate the energy of 
others. Their energy feels sticky when they enter my own energy field. 
My soul does not like the beings who are drawn to this place and time. 
But my physical body is totally charged by this experience, and my soul 
observes and records the teachings happening in my body during this 
ritual. I require this experience to be able to understand power on Earth, 
and I will return later to master power. But my soul hates negative 
imprints, for later, new personal situations will be required to clear these 
imprints. But my soul knows the time has come in my experiential Earth 
body for the encodement of the experience of alienation from my soul. I 
must experience the behavior that occurs during times of massive abuse, 
and times of societal insanity, when many well-meaning individuals par- 
ticipate in monstrous behavior, so that I will feel the loss of my soul. 

[am now activating those waiting outside while we are doing a secret 
ritual deep inside the pyramid. Outside, a priestess dressed in white 
walks up to the top of the platform, climbing seven steps on the East side. 
As she is walking up these steps, six kachinas are ascending other steps 
on the pyramid, three each from the North and South sides. I will eventu- 
ally ascend the steps on the West side when I emerge from within. My 
energy is activating the six kachina beings who are ascending the steps. I 
feel the kachinas as | activate their sexual powers with my phallus. The 
priestess is in a drugged trance. She walks up the steps and stands on top 
of the platform wearing a white robe. The six god beings coming from 
the South and North, three on each side, get to the top as she lies down. 
The gods move into position in a circle around her. These gods represent 
the six levels of manifestation, and I will be the seventh. She lies down. 
Several hands lift her dress and spread her legs, exposing her nakedness. 
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All the people of the city, Tikal, are watching this ritual. This is a very 
sticky situation, and my higher self does not like the emotions in the people 
of Tikal. The crowd is eroticized by observing the ritual. If this ritual were 
pure, the populace would not be eroticized. There is nothing negative about 
erotic energy, but it is not right in this situation because there is no free will. 
This girl has no free will because she is drugged. The priests use the power of 
the drug to bring in the mana, the power. Our male religious leaders are not 
evolved enough to see that this is an abuse of power. Whenever power Is 
abused in ceremony involving erotic energy, it becomes sticky, atavistic and 
potentially open to possession. This priestly cult of Tikal believes that they 
are attuned to the evolution of their collective in this ritual, when in reality 
they do not know the results of their creations. This ceremony implants a 
planetary blindness about the sacredness of the woman/Earth which will 
come to full blossom at the last phase of the next Nine Hells— 1968 AD to 
[987 AD. This temple is the Mayan stronghold of the male Jaguar Cult—the 
cult of the fear of female eroticism. 

My soul wishes to scream the truth through the veils of time: This is 
wrong! It is repeating a ritual that goes back thousands of years which recre- 
ates the original time when the gods came down and mated with 
priestesses. This interference by star beings was carried out in order to 
speed up the evolution of the human race. The purpose of that was to pro- 
duce laborers for Earth colonies which served the star gods. Human females 
were impregnated with superior genes by gods who came down to make 
workers. But now, humans cannot take away the free will of others. Humans 
can only make others suffer through time. 

Spirit has objected to both this re-creation ceremony and to the original 
genetic manipulation by the gods. Women will willingly bear the divine child 
when the child wishes entrance. Five Venus cycles, of 52 years each, before 
this time at Tikal, the divine child came to Palenque, and he was welcomed. 
He was ceremoniously buried in the new land, making all forms of free-will 
invasion by another being obsolete. Control of others is now the root cause 
of violence on Earth. One should not disturb the progress of the soul and 
manipulate events. The teaching of the Age of Flowers after the next Nine 
Hells will be about the natural unfoldment of the flower petals until they fall 
to the ground. 

The cults were empowered to be the guardians of the blood line. The 
priests utilized sexuality for these esoteric ceremonies to control women. 
But women are the guardians of the birth process which protects the spe- 
cies. The male pattern is to produce too many children so that these children 
can be enslaved as warriors and laborers. This is such an ancient and deeply 
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ingrained response pattern—a faulty warrior gene—that fathers even insist 
that their sons go to war and perish. The agony of the next Nine Hells—the 
Age of the Fathers—will break this pattern when men learn to weep. 
Through time, as long as the birth process is taken from women, the human 
population will be enslaved into labor. Male priests distorted the story of the 
original garden. It was not that women would be cursed with labor pains, but 
that all humans would be destined to lives of labor. Before you watch any 
more of this ritual, listen! 

|, your soul, cannot reside in you because of your frequency as the Huit- 
zilopochtli kachina—the energy of the violent father god who hates the femi- 
nine. | cannot reside in you when you deny your own female side, for that 
denial is the source of the cruel heart. 


Emerging from the temple wearing a feathered belt on my waist, 
cowrie shells around my neck, and a feathered headdress, I walk up the 
steps on the left-hand side of the pyramid. My soul—like a guardian 
angel—walks up the steps on the right side. There are seven steps. | 
begin at the first, my head lowered, my hands at my sides, pulling Earth 
energy with me. My enormous phallus is visible to all who watch. Feel- 
ing their excitement, I fee] potent sexual power. I stop on the first step, 
and two priestesses emerge who stroke my phallus with oil. These 
women are very excited, surely wishing to exchange places with the 
priestess at the top. I rise up to the second step as the power floods into 
my arms, my shoulders, my entire back. My whole body is shooting 
with energy, incredible energy. As I climb onto the second step, the 
women of Tikal scream and writhe in orgasmic ecstasy. 

I climb to the third step, and the six priests around the girl throw off 
their robes. These men wear dog headdresses, and also exhibit enormous 
erections. The people are in a frenzy. The six dog kachinas reach down to 
bowls of oil in front of their feet, and coat their own phalluses with oil. 
Down below, the people are losing control. I stop on the third step and 
raise my arms high in the air, a signal to the priests on the seventh level: 
the five Chichimeca of the Dog Star, Sirius, and Topiltzin, the prince. 
Raising their arms in the air, the dog kachinas send out a great electrical 
jolt which resembles lightning on the etheric plane. The bolt stops the 
activity. 

I ascend to the fourth step, the turquoise step, sacred to the snake. 
Now I feel incredible resistance. My soul cries. . .[ am going to commit 
sodomy! On the fourth step I stop, and a young boy of ten or twelve is 
brought out of the interior. | had not been aware of him until now. If I 
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had known about this, I might have been able to refuse to do the whole 
thing. He is brought up the steps where my soul was attempting to 
remain in another dimension. As he is brought to the fourth step, he 
exposes his buttocks. | resist, but the six priests at the top send out a jolt 
of electrical energy that drives the pulque further into all the cells of my 
body. I have no way to resist. The energy shoots down into my phallus, 
and J am filled with a sexual rush that is more intense than | have ever 
felt. This is sexual energy used as violence to the body. We are creating a 
form of abuse to be activated later at the beginning of the Nine Hells. 

I sodomize him. He screeches in pain, but there is angelic white light 
all around him. His astral self is able to jump out of his body as this is 
occurring, but his soul remains with him. He has given me a great teach- 
ing by being who he is with his soul present within his forcefield. He 
feels the total agony of his soul and will therefore be free forever of pri- 
mary sado-masochism. As I see that, I am sure that I will never again be 
capable of sexual or drug abuse. I do not ejaculate. 

I ascend to the fifth step — the feminine — where my soul can be sto- 
len or forever held by me. I refuse still to integrate my vicious behavior 
totally into myself. I am an initiated priest! I do this ceremony, but my 
actions are not mine! To perform this ceremony, how I feel, think, or 
relate to its energy does not matter. Horror! Next a veil opens to the 
other dimensions which should never be opened. Like monsters of my 
own inner night, I see leering griffins with black wings. Like harpies, the 
beasts clutch me on the shoulders, and the back of my neck and head. 
One of the griffins manifests as a beautiful female sprite. She places her 
perfect pink vagina on my phallus, and fear takes complete control of 
me. The only way in which I have allowed the feminine within is as the 
devouring mother, because the priests took me away from my own 
mother, and deprived me of affection until I quit wanting the safety she 
provided. 

The people become very excited again. The men attack the women, 
the women attack the men. This time, the six priests around the girl hold 
their hands out to create an electrical field on the seventh seal, which is 
like a perverse Star of David. The phalluses of the priests become light- 
ning rods for electrical arcs that leap across to each other from phallus to 
phallus. They ejaculate spontaneously from the stimulation, and then the 
people of Tikal begin an orgy. Children, animals, parents — all participate 
in the firestorm of soul denial. Any remaining identity is swallowed by 
the ferocious need to deny the pure spiritual person each desires to be 
the most. 
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In the forcefield around Tikal, astral beings from many dimensions 
have manifested. All the griffins and dragons are breaking into the physi- 
cal dimension. Barely alive anymore, these creatures need this kind of 
juice. The beings are dessicated spirits that have been created during abu- 
sive sexual acts. They are always hanging around in the astral dimension 
waiting for more stimulation. 

I ascend to the sixth step—becoming totally conscious— where | 
have a last opportunity for choice. The harpies and the sylphs leave and 
fly around. All of the energy from the copulating people below and from 
the electrical energy of the six priests above has sucked me into a state of 
total obsession. This is the quintessence of violent eroticism. My phallus 
is pounding with power while my soul is disembodied. My soul cries out 
in desperation: 

“We ask you, Goddess, to help the soul you love.” 

My soul fills with the pure energy of the first creation as the light 
shines in front of me and enters into my essence. I see the blue lady again! 
She electromagnetically infuses me —at the cellular level — with a future 
knowing: I will go forward in time and commit no more abuse. Both the 
child I sodomized and myself are encoded with an absolutely pure teach- 
ing about how sexual and violent abuse functions. The demon is to be 
given back to the people at the completion of the next Nine Hells as a 
teaching about the sanctity of the child within. 

I step up to the top of the platform, the seventh seal, and the power 
of the sexual energy is an energy known only to those who fuse sex and 
anger. I am like the Beast at the end of time, and only my self-loathing 
interests me as 1 lower myself down on the priestess, pushing my phallus 
in as her body convulses. Writhing with pain and shock, she is held tight 
by the six priests who grasp her arms and legs. She hates it! She is in 
excruciating pain, which is intensified by not being able to move. She is 
only about nine years old. The people down below are building up sex- 
ual frenzy into an orgy. This is the first time I have entered the body of a 
woman, for the priests made me enter a male first. As I enter her, I do not 
feel her female energy since my ability to fuse with her was stolen by the 
sodomy diversion. This is one of the most insidious control devices of the 
male priesthood through the ages. The way to male healing on Earth is in 
making peace with the female. The male cults have used many methods 
to garner control of Earth, one of which is initiation techniques utilizing 
sodomy. 

I rape her with the full force of male aggression, a gross parody of 
hierogamous. She wears garlands of corn, her cheeks are painted red, and 
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she is feathered with parrot feathers from her elbows to her wrists. Hier- 
ogamous was a very fecund ritual of sympathetic magic when the ritual 
was passionate and officiated over by the Goddess— guardian of the 
cycles of life. This gross parody of the powers of the sacred serpent and 
the sky bird is male power, aggression, and male control. The act is a vio- 
lation of the Maize Mother. When women are suppressed in ceremony, 
an energy is created of mindless violence. | reach orgasm, but it is all yang 
energy, for I receive no energy from her. | feel no reciprocation. | stand 
below her legs, far enough away so that the other six priests have access 
to her. One by one, as Topiltzin— the sixth one —stands above her head, 
the entranced priests line up to violate her. The men do not give the 
child-woman their energy either, for each has released his seed to the sky 
god. Topiltzin hands me an obsidian blade after he is last to pull from her 
body. Oh my God! 

I cut her chest open, remove her beating heart. | stare hypnotized, as 
if the bloody organ were the heart of a wounded little bird. Dazed, I ask 
for her forgiveness for taking her vital energy. | place her still- beating 
heart on the back of the reclining statue of Chacmool, who stares forever 
at the rising Sun, awaiting the redemption of humanity. Now that every 
cell of my own body has died, I must enter into the consciousness of the 
young priestess. . . 

I lie on the seventh level with my legs spread apart. I am drugged, | 
am dizzy and sick, and blurry dog-like faces are whirling around me in 
circles. ] can’t see, and am surrounded by horrible, sticky energy which | 
do not understand. What is this? Next, I feel a huge pole entering my 
body. The shaft tears and rends the fabric of my flesh as if | am a bird 
attacked by a jaguar. I am torn to pieces and I am passing out from the 
pain, but I go into a fighting mode. My muscles tighten up like iron, and 
the horrible sensation hurts even more! I claw at flesh, but I am held tight 
on all my sides. | open my eyes, and I see the horrid phalluses of my tor- 
ture. The pain is unbearable. | can’t move my body, and | cannot jump 
out! The priests drugged me to keep me in my body! A man is pounding 
in me, building up to a point of ecstasy, and he shoots me with a jet of 
hot liquid. I hate it! I know he hates me, for I can feel his violence, not his 
eroticism. | become every woman who was raped from the beginning of 
time. A place in my soul forms which holds a scream. This scream will 
shatter the sky when | one day make peace with the jaguar. 

The man pulls out of me as [ implode inside, flooded with this purple 
red, violent pain. Then one by one the priests thrust into me. I am split 
open as they take their turn. At last they are finished. And then I feel this 
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excruciating cutting pain as a man cuts out my heart, a heart I have aban- 
doned. I die and leave. 

Above my death, my spirit hovers and watches my bleeding body. 
Enveloped by white light from the soul of the first priest who violated 
me, I see that the light is his exquisite soul! I am him and he is me! I am 
gifted with the most sacred Mayan teaching—“In Lake’ch’—I am the 
man who violated me, and the man who violated me is me. This teaching 
allows me to shift my hurt and anger into compassion for my own small 
broken body. This compassion is so great that my heart melts into the 
sacred waters of life, and I feel the eternal patience of the Creator who 
suffers with me. My heart is the Heart of the Christos, a heart that waits 
until the end of time for the end of abuse. 

The Heart of the Christos extends compassion to all the people of 
Tikal. The crowd stops and looks at the sky. Next, the Heart floods love 
into al] the beings on the seventh seal, and they feel what they have 
done. |—the priest/me—am the last one to feel, and stand silently fora 
moment. Then I begin to weep from the center of my soul. This is a deep, 
intense weeping of pain for the human race. I am Itzanna. I stand on the 
seventh seal, overtaken by a vision of the arrival of Cortez at the opening 
of the next Nine Hells. Cortez comes to Tenochitlan after dining with 
Moctezuma, and he casts out the hearts at the Festival of Huitzilopochtli. 
The day is Good Friday of 1519 AD—a gross parody of the first 
crucifixion. 

“I, Itzanna, will have no peace until the New Dawn. This is Maya. 
Like the waxing and waning Moon, we must live time out. Huit- 
zilopochtli is the hummingbird god who will return for the Age of 
Flowers to suck the sweet flower nectar of peace.” I am crucified. 


This sacrifice will not happen to my soul again. That is what | choose with 
my tears. The girl/woman gave her life as a sacrificial priestess so that men 
could learn to cry. As Mayans, we only need martyrdom once, and now we 
are a people who know how to cry. Because we know how to cry, we will be 
resistant to the evil which Cortez will bring so that we can teach his people to 
cry. When the next teaching comes from Cortez, he will wear the mask of 
Quetzalcoatl. We will live out the most profound teaching of the Nine Hells: 
As white people try to kill every one of us, he will be able to see in our eyes 
that we know he wears the mask. One day he will remove his mask and 
expose himself with courage, like this young Mayan who has exposed the 
very core of his soul. A Mayan is one who knows the pain of Earth in the 
heart, who sees truth with clear eyes. We stare out at the conquerer with his 
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heartless life, as we live through the Nine Hells awaiting the New Dawn 
when the mask will be removed from the face of the white brothers and 
sisters. 

|, Itzanna, as kachina Huitzilopochtli, stand above the blood and begin to 
feel the waters flow within. | feel great pain over not having any free will 
because of taking the drug, and | cry for my free will as the order reverses 
itself. | let go of my desire to remain unconscious, to not know exactly who | 
am—everyman. | only ask that | contain my soul within my body as] live, that 
my soul will never again vacate, so | can never again be taken over by any sub- 
stance, being, or belief system. | know this means | can never again be a priest 
and set myself above the others. | begin to cry, and the astral spirits turn to 
fire. All of the dragons and griffins begin to writhe in pain, since the only ele- 
ment that can purify the astral dimension Is fire. 

The fire element begins to purify the dimensions. The fire is the Pente- 
cost, but with this Pentecost, the fire purifies the emotions of the people. Yel- 
low and red tongues of fire purify the people as they begin to feel ecstatic 
from the flames. The tongues of fire purify the top of the altar, burning away 
the blood and heart, and the pyramid turns to fire. | become fire, a torch of 
truth from Earth to sky, and this temple site ceases to function. Every person 
who was present at this ceremony will return to see the white people cry 
after 1987 AD. This is a power greater than any government, ruler, priest, or 
military establishment. This is the power of fusion. 

Days later, snakes, reptiles, centipedes, amd spiders crawl over the tem- 
ple. A Mayan daykeeper walks from Teotihuacan. He walks in a state of deep 
meditation through five or six hundred miles of jungle on the sacbes, the 
sacred pathways. He arrives at the temple of Tikal. He sees that there is no 
one left, no human habitation here, even though the murals are still fresh and 
the thatched roofs are still intact covering the sanctuaries at the tops of the 
pyramids. The fire element has transmuted the end of the Nine Hells. Com- 
ing to the Temple of Huitzilopochtli, the door is still open. The daykeeper 
looks inside to see emptiness, and he closes the stone door. He goes to the 
top of the pyramid carrying the last jaguar skin from the last jaguar priest, 
which he places on the top of the sacrificial altar-Chacmool—who stares 
innocently out at the horizon. He will stare out at the horizon until the com- 
ing of the waterbearer. He is the Mayan sphinx who knows that the Mayans 
became people of compassion at the end of the Nine Hells in 843 AD. He is 
the god who makes rain. 

The daykeeper walks back to Teotinuacan where he awaits the return of 
ltzanna. He awaits the return, which will bring the opening of the Emerald 
Records at the New Dawn. The daykeeper will wait for the people who 
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wear no mask, who open their hearts and trust Earth enough to look into 
the darkest resource of the self. Now we open the Green Records to tell the 
story of all the people of Earth who trusted the wounded healer. . . 


I recalled my life as young Mayan priest at Tikal in 843 AD during the summer 
of 1987, just before I left to do ceremony for Harmonic Convergence at Teotihuacan. 
The full memory of that lifetime about my own inner male was a blinding systemic 
shock. I knew that to be given such truth about myself was a profound gift. This ability 
to confront my own shadow—in the knowledge of this past life—was a truth that was 
to be required of me before leading ceremonies at Teotihuacan. It was a calling which I 
had to answer. Seeing such raw truth was a great purification, and I resolved to allow 
the truth to be my teacher, no matter what the consequences. 

Tezcatzlipoca was the Aztec god of human sacrifice, a form of the dark side that I 
believe also existed earlier at Tikal, but only during Tikals last phase. Regarding 
human sacrifice, Tezcatzlipoca and Quetzalcoatl are reflections of the inner dark and 
light sides of human nature. Like Cain and Abel, or Horus and Seth, these archetypes 
have arisen to the surface repeatedly in human history when cultures have attained a 
consciousness of the individual. Quetzalcoatl—the Plumed Serpent—said many times 
during his life that the mask would be removed from Tezcatzlipoca at the end of the 
Nine Hells— August 16, 1987. Quetzalcoatl said we would be surprised at who he 
really is! Was I the first one to see the identity? Tezcatzlipoca, god of rape, murder, con- 
trol, and lies, is seen unmasked by one who has the guts to shine the light into the dark- 
est recesses of his or her own being. Quetzalcoatl also said that he would return to open 
the Nine Hells in 1519 AD on Good Friday to destroy the manmade gods of his 
people. 

I sat in the Pipe Ceremony at noon on August 16th, 1987 in the Temple of Quet- 
zal Butterfly, with White Eagle Tree and a woman Lakota Pipe Carrier, passing the 
White Pipe of Peace of Quetzalcoatl. We were awaiting the New Dawn. White Eagle 
Trees Red Pipe had been sacrificed to the wind god. The records below the temple 
opened for us, and I was given the Sirius Teaching Three for planet Earth: 

“Adamah now has tasted of good and evil, but he can only know of divinity if 
granted free will. Free will can only be mastered on Earth by utilization of magic and 
divination, which involve the ability to be on Earth and in other dimensions simultane- 
ously. By giving away the secrets of the divine, you can be freed from your original lie, 
which first separated me from my children of Earth. You will do this by assisting in the 
birth of the Son of the Source, the Creator, on Earth. Then Earth will transcend duality 
over time, for Nibiru will no longer be separate from the Solar Logos when Earth is the 
equal of the gods.” 

I watched the sacred smoke disappear into the Sun and I saw that Earth would 
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finally become my relative, transcending all fratricide and matricide, and that I would 
know both sides of myself. 

Nibiru began a planetary return to the solar system in 1600 BC after receiving 
Sirius Teaching Three, and now, in the late twentieth century, Nibiru is at the same 
point in its cycle. The consciousness link between Nibiru and Earth became very active. 
Earth teachers were able to know the thoughts of the gods, and the gods could observe 
the activities of the Earthlings. The gods knew they must now trust Earthlings to choose 
their own way. But the gods could also see that Adamah was not free of their influence, 
because the temple teachings and stories of Creation were all from the gods! Just like 
Quetzalcoatl prophesied, the manmade gods of the people would have to be destroyed. 
Like a parent ready to let go of a grown child, the Nibiruans began to actually see the 
needed total end of their influence. 

As Nibiru began its return, the decision was made to send teachings fo Earth ora- 
cles and prophets, to prepare Earth people for the Divine Son, Christos. Earthlings 
would need to experience the prophetic powers; the source could no longer be simply the 
gods. Earthlings began receiving messages directly from the gods, and the news was so 
shocking that some of them went crazy or were blinded by the light. At that time, the 
mental circuitry of most Earthlings was not developed enough for such power. The 
source often shattered their identity, especially since Earthlings had no choice about 
receiving the messages. All over the planet, a quickening began. It was a time of build- 
ing Earth energy and the range of human experience so that the planet could know 
Christos. The memory of that ancient oracular infusion is being revived in modern 
times by channels who are suddenly infused with information. 

In Egypt, the most empowered temple system at the time, diviners heard that 
Horus was returning to Earth. The pharoah, Hatshepsut, was sure she would give 
birth to the Son, and she prepared a god-birthing room for him. Two generations later, 
the pharoah, Akhenaton, thought he was the actual Son himself, and he built new tem- 
ples to honor his great father. Amongst the Hebrews who were sojourning in Egypt 
because of famine in the Holy Land, a frenzy emerged: The people had to return to the 
promised land for the birth of the Son, for surely Gods Son would be born in the Holy 
Land. But, as the Hebrews fled out of Egypt, a great tidal wave swept behind them— 
the tsunami resulting from the eruption of Thera. Moses had a vision that the waters 
parted for his people—the Chosen People of God. The gods, who were trying to let go 
of playing God, were dismayed by this. The gods knew that the Earthlings would never 
master free will if one race put their people above another race. Wherever a doctrine of 
divine favor existed, how could one people ever respect another people? When Moses 
led his people back to the Holy Land, he died before he could enter the sacred valley. 
Joshua, the warrior, was the conquerer who claimed the land for the Chosen People. 

In 3600 BC, many Trees of Life had been brought to Earth, one for the West 
which was planted in Oaxaca, and one in Jerusalem—the Tree of Jesse. As the 
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Hebrews destroyed the ancient Earth temples and sacred circles, the roots of the ancient 
Tree of Jesse began to shrivel. The ancient water courses deep in the Earth flowed under 
the great and powerful stones, and the springs stopped flowing. In Egypt, the secret 
priesthood which guarded the true Sirian teachings became very afraid when Akhena- 
ton wanted to move the sacred sites, believing that he could eradicate “the gods.” He 
moved the sacred altars to different parts of Egypt, places which had no telluric energy. 
The power of the Earth was no longer accessible in Egypt, the Tree of Life planted beside 
the Sphinx in 10,800 BC began to shrivel, and the secret priesthood took drastic 
action. The priests shut down all the altars and oracles of the goddess Sekhmet, wiped 
her teachings from the last three chapters of the Am Tuat and Book of the Gates, 
and hid all the teachings on the day Akhenaton was crowned. 

The divine Son was to be born in the land of the Garden, but the decision was 
made to shift the Earth energy for the future birth to the sacred lands of the West. The 
Nibiruans were sure that new sacred sites needed to be empowered for the descent of the 
Son. His descent, which was a calibration of stellar dimensions into third-dimensional 
form, could not happen without the balancing of the powerful Earth energies. The 
Nibiruans could see that the power of the ancient Nibiruan memories was so entrenched 
in Egypt that a transfer to the West was required. So, under Seti I, a great master from 
Andromeda Galaxy, the teachers were sent to Machinga/La Venta to create the new 
temple form. The very first teaching in the new land was to bury the gods, to let the gods 
exist deep in the Earth, so that the Earth could safely receive her Son. The most power- 
ful Earth temple in the West was Teotihuacan. The Emerald Crystal of the Records 
was moved out of Egypt and placed deep in an underground temple and sealed off. 
Later, the upper temples were built over the crystal. 

The geomancy of the Teotihuacan complex is absolutely unique on Earth. The 
main temple complex is the center of a spiral which connects to all the Mayan temple 
sites. Each one of the temples on the spiral was to be activated at a New Fire Ceremony 
when the Pleiades rose. The first New Fire Ceremony was at Machinga. The power of 
Christos and the records of evolution on Earth would be contained in the center of the 
spiral, and each site would activate certain desires which would present the ceremony 
participants with their first choices. Until the activation of Teotihuacan, free will did not 
exist on Earth except in humans who carried the blood of the gods. Within the ancient 
Egyptian and Hebrew temples, there was no free will—only obedience was known. 
With the return of Nibiru in 0 AD, humans would take on the burden of the gods and 
freely choose or reject alternatives offered to them. This teaching had to be implanted in 
the West without the interference of powerful memories of many lifetimes where there 
was no free will. 

Sifting in the hot sun on that August afternoon as the pipe was passed, I realized 
that I was beginning to “see.” I had “remembered” life after life in which I was given no 
choice. I had gone through a series of experiences which might have been pleasant or 
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unpleasant, but I had no contro! over them. Then, when I had realized that I could 
decide to change reality, getting myself to do anything was like trying to crawl out of a 
deep sleep, since humans differ from the gods in that we learn to feel in the third dimen- 
sion. First, I had had to experience participation in evil acts against other humans so 
that I could choose to never do it again. Then, as I had tried to act with consciousness, 
to learn to love in a female body, all the pain and resistance I had experienced when | 
had been violated resurfaced and engulfed me. In my most recent lifetime as a repressed 
and oppressed Victorian woman, I had felt like I had been asleep all my life, as 
described in Eye of the Centaur. In my current life, each time I have awakened a 
new aspect of myself, I have had to go back through the maze of pain and resistance at 
the cellular level in order to open new spaces within myself. 

The cedar smoke from the pipe created spirals in the afternoon sunlight as the peo- 
ple surrounding the circle were joyfully awakening to the New Dawn. I was taken by a 
vision of the spiral containing all the Mayan temples, grounded into this center where 
we sat. I became aware that this was the perfect hologram for my own emergence. I 
could simply return again and again to each temple that had a soul teaching for me until 
I had let go of every single belief system in which I was limited in any way in my search 
for the pathway to the center of creation, to the Heart of the Christos. 
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4 hayater Five 


EMERGENCE FROM THE 
UNDERWORLD 


The shattering and ecstatic energy of total free-will power coursed through my 
body and soul, and I was ready to remember the original childhood trauma of my cur- 
rent lifetime. By remembering Tikal, ] was now able to realize that people commit evil 
acts because they cannot feel the pain they cause others. They would be absolutely 
incapable of murder and rape if they could feel their own inner pain. I, as the young 
Mayan priest, had been conditioned not to feel by older priests who had also once been 
conditioned not to feel. What a gift to have that most deeply hidden place—the murder- 
ous heart—revealed to me! At age 45, suddenly I was prepared to see my central core of 
pain. I was ready to offer compassion to myself. 

I was sent away during the Second World War to live with another family, and 
the father in that family raped me when I was less than three years old. The mothers 
actions when she realized I had been raped were incomprehensibly sad. Since she was 
my real mother’s childhood friend, her only interest was in making sure that my mother 
never found out about it. 

Broken and wounded, I received no solace from the woman in that house. She 
talked at me for hours about how I had fantasized the experience, even as I felt the sticki- 
ness and pain in my own body. She told me I had a wild imagination, which was just 
what she told my mother about me when I went home a year later. While she talked at 
me with her red mouth, glared at me with her sharp eyes, and clutched at me with her 
calloused hands, I felt my brain deaden in the back of my skull. I lost the ability to trust 
any woman. She was like a caterpillar, spinning the threads of her lies as she chrysal- 
lized in the back of my skull the horrid memory of what had happened to me on a cold 
porch, as lake winds pounded on the unforgiving glass. This matrix of encapsulated 
trauma, sealed like a trapped larval form lacking the metamorphosizing hormone for 
emergence, held me back from finding my wings—my identity. 

Every single occurrence in my universe became a source of fear until I was at least 
eight or nine years old. All dark hallways and closets contained demons, and I found 
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myself unable to fully comprehend who was present around me. When I returned to my 
parents’ house after the War, I did not recognize my genetic family. 

Every nerve in my body and brain conspired to have me never know what had hap- 
pened to me. But as the energy in me awakened when I began the shamanistic journey, 
my central core of fear had to be penetrated. Actually, what really drove me to know the 
truth was that I began to worry that I might develop Alzheimers Disease. A few years 
before recalling the rape, I became very concerned about an accelerating short-term 
memory loss. I could feel the source in the back of my head, and the locus felt like a 
knotted mass of brain matter that was tightening around a hot coal. When I finally 
recovered the core memory of my rape during an all-day session with a healer, I faced it 
exactly as it was. There was no hiding from the ugliness of this brutalization of a beau- 
Hful little girl. At that point, I could actually feel my brain begin to regenerate! | was 
ready to begin the journey back through the lives of evil. Whether I committed that evil, 
or whether the evil was done to me, I wanted to know the source, for it is only in facing 
the great evil in ourselves that we can be free. And so I journeyed to Tikal in 
Guatemala in February of 1988. It was in this place that I had committed the greatest 
evil, 

When I arrived at Tikal, I walked to the center plaza of the temple complex and 
got sick. Many have had just this experience at ancient sacred sites, and in my case, I 
actually knew why. I decided to start my experience on the perimeter of the complex and 
work my way closer into the center after my psyche had begun to reintegrate the trau- 
matic memories. I assumed that there were many more experiences than I had already 
remembered. 

I had the notion that, through my own meditation at this temple complex, and 
through being purified by my own willingness to integrate past-life actions that I now 
judged to be evil, I could break the hold of evil on this planet. I intuited that all the judg- 
ment separating us from our divinity could be dissolved if just one wounded soul could 
forgive herself. But, when we came to Earth and agreed to undergo the free-will expert- 
ment, we all agreed to experience both the dark and the light, like carbon being com- 
pressed to form an exquisite diamond. What if God had no compassion or understand- 
ing for those who needed to experience the dark side? Joy and pain are both necessary to 
transform carbon to diamond. This will be true until the last person lets go of separa- 
tion and cuts the last facet into the stone, allowing the Sun to shine into its center so it 
can re-emit pure light. Our ability to love our own pain and our own pleasure with 
enlightenment is what honors our experience, and makes every experience into a feach- 
ing. When all resistance, all fear or hatred of darkness, is removed, then the light may 
move through us completely, creating the luminous form that is immortal—the 
diaphanous lifeform. 

So I began my opening at Tikal with the illumination that I might only cut one 
facet on the diamond body hologram that would eventually enable us all to emerge from 
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our chrysalises. Or, I might have been there to cut the last facet that would allow the 
Sun to shine into the primordial carbon. | began in a state of total trust that my ceremo- 
nial gift had power. 

It was clear—I needed to bless my inner turmoil day after day until I felt myself 
fill with light. Starting at the perimeter and working my way into the powerful central 
plaza of the six-mile-square temple complex containing over 3,000 ruins, | began in 
the West with a call for the dark goddess—my guide for all that is yet unknown. After 
walking six miles in deep jungle, I emerged into a section called “El Mundo 
Perdido"— The Lost World. I was very disoriented, until I found the Temple of the Red 
Hand. This was an indication that my quest had begun. I am of the Mayan Order of 
the Red Hand, since my name is Hand and my teaching is divination. I placed my own 
right hand on the red hand of the guardian deity at the temple entrance, and felt my 
ancient Mayan initiations activate so that the temple complex would open for me. 

Later, I walked on the second story of the Bat Palace past five typical Mayan door- 
ways. No one was around, the weather was humid and warm, and I could hear tropi- 
cal birds high up in the ceiba trees. Suddenly I was jerked backwards by an energy pull 
that yanked me through one of the doorways. I sat down on a stone platform resembling 
a bed and went into a trance. I felt a great vortex of energy building up. Two red parrots 
flew by above me, then a great green parrot flew over, and I was consumed with an 
ancient memory. 


I am walking swiftly and silently to the forum of the priests who are 
in training. The time is 200 AD. Iam going to see my lover, a young initi- 
ate living in the Forum, the Central Acropolis. I go to the door near his 
room, anticipating lying in fields of grass in the sun and making love. As | 
come to the door, I look into the central quadrant where the outdoor dis- 
courses are held, and I see him at a distance, but he appears as if in a 
dream. 

I move to another scene where I am standing naked in a row with 
seven other priestesses. One of us will be chosen for hierogamous with 
the high priest and will give birth to the godchild. A year ago, I would 
have given any possession for this honor. But now I have fallen in love 
with my young man. 

We stand in a row. My eyes are downas | feel the high priest examin- 
ing my body, and I look at him through my eyelashes. He is the same 
being who proposed a sexual initiation in my lifetime as Barbara! As my 
future memory comes to me, I know he will choose me for the hieroga- 
mous. I feel lonely for I will no longer be allowed to see my lover. 

I give birth to a child, but she is a deformed baby girl! The bat 
priestesses take the baby to die on the rocks and be eaten by the vultures. 
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I am consumed with confusion! The priests told me I would give birth to 
the god if I did as they told me to do! Finally, I have a meeting with the 
high priest, who seems to be in no mood to have me take his time. He 
looks at me with contempt. 

I challenge him, “How could this have happened if this was a sacred 
ritual? You told me you selected me because the child would be a god!” 

He becomes annoyed and tells me, “I only picked you because | 
wanted your young flesh.” 

I abandon myself to the jungle for fire purification. I lie over the 
emergence hole of a fire-ant nest. If I can survive the ordeal, I will 
become a priestess in the weaving lodge. If I were to just commit suicide, 
my spirit would wander Tikal until the end of time. The ants consume 
my watery grief with their fire power. I swoon as desire ceases within me. 
I no longer wish for my young lover. 

Just before | die, I hear a thundering voice in the clouds: “There was 
no initiation, no birth of a god, for God is within you. You are now my 
daughter, blessed with healing hands of power.’ 

While I am dying in the jungle, my lover burns copal in his temple, 
calling my soul to return to meet him again in another life. 


I stayed in the bat complex at Tikal a long, long time, realizing how far I had 
come. In my current life, I stayed with the man I chose and did not fall into the old pat- 
tern again. In Mayan spirituality, the bat rules reincarnation. This remnant of the age 
of dinosaurs is a totem of the dark goddess, who teaches us that we must all return to 
the dark cave in order to regenerate ourselves. The bat emerges from the cave at twilight 
and flies with swift wings into the setting Sun. This creature spends the night in medita- 
tion while the Sun journeys around the opposite side of the planet. Within the cave, dur- 
ing the long bright day, the bat holds the power of the night journey. 

The second day at Tikal, I went to the top of the West Temple in the evening, when 
the Sun was getting ready to set. I meditated for hours, burning incense to clear the pain 
and clear the anger, letting these feelings go into the night air of the exquisite jungle. I 
left the West Temple when darkness fell and ran through the jungle in the moonless 
night. We had deliberately gone to Tikal during the waning Moon, and I was wearing 
all black for the initiation of the dark side of the Moon. This jungle, unlike the woods 
of my childhood, had pythons, barba amarilla or fer-de-lance snakes, jaguars, and fire 
ants. If bitten by the barba amarilla, blood oozes from all body orifices and one is dead 
within five minutes. 

The next day I meditated and did ceremony at several sites, but not in the intensely 
polarized central plaza. I found an astrologers complex and spent hours letting go of the 
cycles, moving out the deaths and lives, sadnesses and joys, of the last 26,000 years, 
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as my hands ran over Mayan dating glyphs of the long cycles which chronicle Creation 
itself. Then, after reinitiating myself into my ancient teaching as a Mayan astrologer, I 
went into a very remote part of the site which was closed off for an archaeological dig. I 
walked stealthily in the deep jungle, for | had asked my guide, Horus, to show me my 
animal teacher after accepting my role as a Mayan astrologer. 

There was a heavy thud about twenty feet to my right, a crack of a branch, and I 
was looking into the yellow eyes of a jaguar. I was in my power, wearing all black. I 
was no threat, and the cat lunged quickly up a tree and out of sight. I was ecstatic! 
What a teacher! My totem animal had come to give me courage of the heart. The great 
cat spoke to me of my own warrior female. 

I offered my power to help others undergo the initiation of the dark side of the 
Moon, for I knew that the next trial I would face would be the sorcerer. That night, the 
sorcerer came to the hotel in the form of a drunkard. My companion told him that I had 
seen a jaguar in the jungle that afternoon. Spitting into his filthy beer bottle, he told the 
story of an archaeologist who had attempted to walk to the temple east of Tikal— 
Uaxuactum. He was found a year later, a dried and clean corpse. He had been bitten 
by the barba amarilla. I asked the sorcerer how to watch out for these deadly snakes, 
and he instructed me that the creatures lie in sun spots in the jungle. He said they are 
hard to see against the leaves. However, I had studied my guidebook carefully: The 
barba amarilla lies sequestered in dark and damp places. 

The next day I went east of Tikal to its companion temple, Uaxuactum, the femi- 
nine side of the temple form. This complex is round and soft while Tikal is harsh and 
angular. Uaxuactum is Lemurian and accesses the right brain and intuition, while 
Tikal is very Atlantean and technological. I meditated in one temple for six hours as the 
rains came and went. Finally, I felt myself break open deep within my cells. All my 
barriers against women left me as I forgave the first seven female teachers who had 
facilitated me in seeing painful truths about myself. The first one to be forgiven was the 
mother who did not protect me against male aggression. I asked for the future to give me 
peace with the eighth woman teacher, who was my companion on this journey and who 
had gifted me with the day-long session in which I had recalled my childhood rape. 

My life was at stake, for any residue of anger against women would deliver the 
snake—my appointment with death made by the sorcerer. His role was to guard the 
temple secrets for the brotherhood of the snake clan. My thoughts about who was 
right or wrong, and who did what to whom, all mercifully left me. I had held anger 
in my heart against the woman who did not comfort me when I was raped. As I re- 
leased this anger, a hummingbird—totem spirit of the Aztec/Toltec/Mayan god, 
Huitzilopochtli—flew to my face, around my head for a moment, and then rested on 
my shoulder. Hummingbirds do not land on the shoulders of humans, but then perhaps 
the story is not true that pulverized hummingbird is a Mesoamerican aphrodisiac. At 
the same moment in time, the sorcerer sat in the center of the Tikal complex, visualizing 
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a vulture flying out of a ceiba tree on the edge of the lake between Tikal and Uaxuactum 
and beginning his sky journey to Uaxuactum. The sorcerer as vulture would be the first 
purifier to discover the body of the white woman in the jungle. My companion who 
stayed in the hotel at Tikal was meditating. She called in the Goddess to protect me. 
My most secret desire—-to have a mother who would totally shield me against the ter- 
ror of life—broke. I looked up to the sky to see a spiraling hawk. 

As I was walking later that day, I sensed a vibrating totem power nearby. There, 
curled up in a moist dark place under a carved Mayan fist, was the barba amarilla. 
Moving slowly and cautiously backwards, I sent the snake respect. Then I examined 
the four-by-five foot carved hand. I had never seen a carving like it ata Mayan site. I 
was profoundly moved that the snake goddess had awaited me under a hand. 

At exactly the same time that the energy broke within me at Tikal on February 25, 
1988, there appeared sun dogs and rainbows in the sky over Santa Fe, New Mexico 
which were observed for hours by hundreds of people. According to the Mayan calen- 
dar, this was a day when the fire spirit could be released from Earth by means of an 
open heart. Each time any individual is able to release stored-up inner pain, the planet is 
released, and, in turn, as the planet releases inner pain, we are able to individually 
release it. The barba amarilla is the snake totem for the fire spirit, so indeed the planet 
had passed through another gate in evolution. In addition, the summer of 1988 was the 
summer of the great fires in the western U.S. Every time the power of a sorcerer is 
absorbed into an open heart and acknowledged, the need to control life lessens. 

My last day in Tikal, I went to the central polarity point of the main plaza. There 
I sat ina lotus position in a deep state of meditation as the true natural energy of the tem- 
ple site exhibited itself. Tikal is the temple complex which holds the war hologram on 
Earth. It is the temple in synchronicity with Mars, and I listened to a group of 
Guatemalans making plans for guerilla movements. Much time went by, and then a 
little girl rolling a hoop came through the center and paused to play with her dog—the 
sacred guardian against death for the Mayans. I left, to never return to Tikal again. 


The form of abuse at Tikal that was originally planted there by me at the end of the 
previous Nine Hells is released now. All forms will proliferate endlessly in creation, 
but the frequency shifts are the gateway to the divine, and the shift which occurred on 
Harmonic Convergence was the same as the shift in 843 AD. As already reported, I 
recovered the memory of the young priest at Tikal a few weeks before Harmonic Con- 
vergence. My twentieth-century ceremony there was a cleansing, a purification. There 
was a general shift at Tikal when the fire spirit was released in 843 AD. This occurred 
at the end of the epitome of polarization which always characterizes the last phase of the 
Nine Hells. Polarization is generated by inner stress over our individual integration of 
male and female parts of ourselves. 

At the end of the previous Nine Hells, I had participated in an orgiastic desecra- 
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tion of a little girl. With the modern ending of the Nine Hells, we see exactly the same 
type of hideous violence against females being perpetrated by males disconnected from 
their own inner feminine. In my childhood, I lacked the energy of my own inner male 
and ended up playing the role of victim. The energy released at Tikal in ceremony was 
contained in a hologram. This hologram held the belief systems which allowed individ- 
uals to commit evil acts and not feel the pain of those they acted against because they 
were blinded to their own inner oppositions. 

Obsession with one side of the self is the heart of the darkness to be lanced, now 
that we have reached the end of the Nine Hells. The pentecostal fire spirit lay dormant 
until the New Dawn: the next cycle of ascension of the Thirteen Heavens, which began 
at sunrise on August 17, 1987—Harmonic Convergence. People who work in mili- 
tary complexes and chemical factories will actually feel pain in their corroded livers, 
toxic pancreases, angry bowels, and encrusted hearts as the last of the energy from the 
Nine Hells clears, until 1992. The consequences of inner blindness are going to be mir- 
rored back to their sources. Soon the chemists—blind alchemists—while trying to sleep 
at night, will hear the screams of the protozoa in the oceans which are being poisoned by 
their toxic products. The tree cutters will experience their own castration as they fell the 
giants in the forest. We have attained the experiences we require by now and there will 
be no more learning about what is required by Mother Earth. This last phase of the 
Thirteen Heavens and Nine Hells coincides with the beginning of the Sixth World, 
when we will move beyond polarizaton. 

In the soft night sky over Tikal and Uaxuactum, my father flew to the Pleiades 
that night, released by a daughter who carried the coals in the New Fire Ceremony, and 
who released the anger from her heart. 


The tension I felt in my physical body after returning from Tikal to the States made 
me feel like a crouching jaguar ready to spring. The inner tension was as intense as the 
frenzied chaos of my inner being when I was a little girl. Drawing nearer to the source, 
my emotional blocks began to manifest in my body in the form of muscle and joint mal- 
functions. I had a dream one night that the barba amarilla had bitten me in another 
dimension, and the jaguar that had jumped out of a tree near me in the jungle had 
ripped my right side with its paws. But, I will name the inner opposition that imprisons 
me, I will call my other side to manifest for me. I will see my dark side, no matter what 
it knows about me. I will go into my body to find my truth. 


Most of the energy on my right side feels atrophied. | call angels of light to 
my right side and left brain, into my male energy. | ask my higher self to take 
me into masculine themes that have been the source of polarities, of abuse, 
of patterns I've played out in this life. 

| see a being who looks very extraterrestrial, like an insect. It is green like 
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a grasshopper, with a light green body and dark green eyes. It is hovering 
over my right shoulder. | feel like it is watching me all the time, with absolute 
determination to observe all my activities. It is the sorcerer! But this energy 
does not upset or frustrate me, and it feels curiously amoral. | seem to have 
no ability to recognize it or judge it, to respond to the sorcerer. This inner 
trickster seems to be hanging onto my arm between my elbow and shoulder, 
and it looks like one of those little green demons in medieval iconography. 
The insect being imports no feeling, as if it has no temperature or blood, 
repels moisture from its skin, and just “watches.’ The body is about to 
spring, but seems harmless. | judge | could squash it, but | know this 
manifestation would appear at certain times and situations, no matter what. 
Now | see a line of billions of these creatures extending from behind my right 
shoulder! 

The insect being has me in its claws, gripping my right side. Its jaws main- 
tain a constant grip and keep me from paying attention to the real source of 
danger. My consciousness would prefer to move down the river within me 
that just flows. | am caught between going down the river and being pulled 
on the right side. | would just as soon allow the river to attract me, but now 
the being on my shoulder seems to be turning into a Sumerian griffin, and is 
holding on very tightly. It is like an old bird, an old pterodactyl. It has been 
holding on for a long time. | have resistance to going inside of this new form 
because it is a watcher from the secret societies. It was attached to me dur- 
ing an initiatic ritual a long time ago to control me, to insure that | would 
never reveal the cosmology of the gods. Well, | would like to know who was | 
before this entity got attached to me! 

| go back to the time before | knew this creature. This form is diminishing 
and my body Is getting dense, filling with energy. | am getting larger and filling 
with golden light. But there is still some gripping on the right side and the sen- 
sation causes my head and neck to turn to the left side. | become a powerful 
and dense golden body, but | am still held to some extent on the right side. | 
am manifesting myself as a being of great golden light getting hotter and hot- 
ter, my inner fire challenging the clinging and diminishing sorcerer. 

Now there is a helmet, a heavy formation on my head above my third 
eye and upper skull. The watchers put that helmet on my head. The helmet 
keeps my golden yellow body—my stellar body—held in place. My body is 
filling with power, building up energy so | can fight, and | am being crushed 
from the right side. | feel my judgment about my own power side. | don't 
understand why this is being done to me. My right hand is becoming very 
strong in response to an energy coming from this attachment, not energy 
coming from my own golden body. This energy makes my right arm into a 
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weapon, and the helmet controls my will about this process. The helmet 
makes an energetic power connection between my head and my arm. War- 
riors wear helmets and use their hands to do violence on Earth because all 
warriors know that their hands will not kill unless they have decided in their 
brains that the killing Is justified. 

The Nibiruans put this energy into my form to make me commit certain 
acts on Earth which they were convinced were necessary for the evolution of 
the species. To me, they are the Masters of the Universe, the cause of my 
own evil on this planet. The cycles of time that are creating history on Earth 
are the egoic reality construct that exists within the minds of men and 
women, and within the memory bank of our experience with the watchers, 
the masters. | believe that these masters have had great power to interfere 
with human life when they have had designs here, because | have been con- 
trolled by them in my past. At one time they could impose their will on indi- 
viduals whom they wished to use for their own purposes. This ability to 
impose their will was destroyed by Christos—the new order. They have no 
power in the cosmos now, except where they exist in the minds of men and 
women. This is the ego, which is the grip of belief systems and judgments 
coming from memory. 

| am a light teacher from Andromeda Galaxy sent here in the feminine 
ray as a teacher to this galaxy. When | am in a female body, | have the oppor- 
tunity to be free of the male conflict energy in my Earth self. The warrior test 
is the most difficult male test on Earth. When we are in female bodies, we 
usually do not wear the helmet which activates obedience to a declared 
higher authority. Men will be free on Earth when they refuse to be warriors, 
and women when they are free from rape. | have undergone a series of 
experiences on Earth as male so that | can understand male warrior energy. | 
came this time with a great teaching for breaking the grip of war on Earth. 
When | came as male, | activated the warrior force in order to comprehend 
this type of energy. But now, the need in Barbara's life is to transmute the ego 
while in female form, to empty the mind of belief systems not created in the 
Present time. 

The form on my right side is drawing both arms up, forming huge wings 
that are pulling back. It brushes off my right arm. Now the form is deep ame- 
thyst purple; its whole body is a faience sculpture of melted amethyst quartz! 
This materialization speaks to me in a crackling, sharp voice: ‘Il am tired of 
purple light, tired of holding on. Like a bat seeing the light of day, | am tired of 
my host. There is too much purple light now, too much releasing of all the 
addictions which offer me a place to roost. | go willingly.’ 

| spin and release the juice of belief-system addiction from my intestines, 
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release the toxins in my liver into the light. | become a vessel, a Grail for hold- 
ing the waveform of atonement with my own opposition. | am blasted with 
an explosion of light coursing through my system, and | know | have instan- 
taneously integrated my stellar body—the consciousness form which is the 
Galactic Center. What | need to know now is what it means to be a teacher 
from Andromeda Galaxy. What does the Andromeda teaching have to do 
with evil? 

The energy begins to relax and | feel balanced with this amazing new fre- 
quency, | feel like | am a blue-white star. This frequency is as high as fluores- 
cent blue crystal—star crystal—which we all carry in our cells. This is the 
source of my stellar body, which exists simultaneously with my earth body. 
Suddenly | am convulsed with a life-threatening electrical shock which opens 
my higher brain centers—my galactic receiving stations! | am the blue lady! | 
open the Emerald Records of Andromeda Galaxy, and hear a voice: 


The pain in your left side is from the secret teaching of the Jaguar Priest 
Cult. All Andromedan Earth teachers were initiated into the Jaguar Cult. 
This necessary phase of Earth's evolution is coming to a completion. Now is 
the entrance of Andromeda Galaxy intelligence into the Earth mental field by 
means of the “animal bypass.’ 

We are ready to address the central confusion caused by us on Earth. 
Our desire now is to assist the evolution of all species on Earth beyond the 
confusion of evil. Please understand that all dimensions of life in the universe 
are capable of evil—rejecting the Creator—because of free choice. 

In the beginning we did not understand exactly how Earth energy 
worked, and we first knew life-force—eros—in the physical body of the 
exquisite jaguar. This cat was the singular species we found which could 
shapeshift us from our own dimension to the third dimension of Earth. For, 
like the mysterious feline creatures of Earth, our eyes tell the story of the 
ages, and fear is incomprehensible to us. We are ferocious. 

Before our communion with the life-force, we resonated spiral energy 
forms to Earth, which caused the solidification of shells. In those shells were 
born the first lifeforms of Earth. Your fossils are the structure of Andromeda 
Galaxy. But now our spiraling form has been fully implanted by the Mayans, 
and we can harmonize the energy so that humans can cease fearing animals. 
The Earth woman will lie with the jaguar in peace at last. The animals of the 
sky—the Zodiac—are the macrocosm, and the animals of Earth are the 
totemic forces representing all natural forms of expression. 

We sent Osiris from Andromeda to Earth after the fall of Atlantis—our 
Earthcolony—since the fall of Atlantis was caused by a separation in mind 
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between Earthlings and star forms. As long as Earthlings are ignorant of the 
relationship between stellar cycles and solar systems, people will live in fear 
of catastrophe. People make catastrophe happen by projecting it to escape 
the tension coming from the first experience of fear. Humans go crazy at the 
possibility that there are no endings, that existence Is simply spiraling energy, 
snapping, whiplashing power like the tail of a jaguar or a snake gripped in the 
mouth of a ceremonial dancer. 

A time will come when Earthlings will tune into the reality of other 
dimensions. They will experience actual existence someplace else such as 
Andromeda Galaxy while they live on Earth. In the ancient days, this simul- 
taneous reality was called the Dreamtime. This simultaneity of existence was 
well understood by the Egyptians, who represented the stellar body of Osiris 
as Sirius, and the Earth form as a phallic deity. Immersion in the Dreamtime, 
or the ability to be on a star while living on Earth, offers peace. It offers the 
chance to see that nothing ever ceases to exist—we simply change dimen- 
sion and form. And, | can assure you that the Sirians enjoy the phallic form of 
Osiris as much as Osiris enjoys being in a star. Study a spiraling ancient fossil in 
limestone, observe a hurricane from the sky, and then contemplate the bril- 
liant white spiraling Andromeda Galaxy. 

Since we did not know animals before we came to Earth, we had not yet 
discovered that the macrocosm and microcosm communion Is manifested in 
the Milky Way Galaxy as the Zodiacal forms which are symbiotic with all spe- 
cies! We learned on Earth that one day the Creator got bored and envi- 
sioned the cosmos as a great boat filled with a male and female of each 
species. The Creator gave this vision—this covenant—to Noah! Then we dis- 
covered that we were bored with the simple lifeforms like shells. We won- 
dered about the animals. 

When Earth first experienced the incredible energy infusion of our stellar 
forms into the Earth dimension, we were not integrated with the animal king- 
dom. Our thoughtforms created a terrific energetic imbalance, and we 
judged humans to be superior to animals. As the humans felt our thought- 
forms, they began to judge their own instincts, the inner knowing they pos- 
sessed which was similar to animal traits. For animals, traits such as migration 
are habits. For humans, they are potentially higher states of knowing: the 
knowing of the intuitive mind. Magical skills such as bird divination are de- 
rived from a complex instinctual understanding of cosmic cycles. Because we 
judged that animals were inferior to humans, humankind was afflicted with 
an inner judgment against instinct. But instinct is the source of unity! The abil- 
ity to act upon instinct is the ability to go beyond fear and pain. So, alienation 
began when trust in instinct was lost. Humankind experienced its first aliena- 
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tion from Earth as we—pure mind—began to contact this odd species 
caught between the animals and the stars. The animal expresses subtle 
behavioral forms which are essential to third-dimensional evolution. The 
shattering of unity was caused by our own stellarcentric confusion as we 
groped to understand the third dimension. We hoped to discover how to 
bring to Earthlings our dimension—the ninth—the fusion of the dark with 
the light. 

Osiris was torn to pieces by the fragmentation of his inner being when 
Earth first experienced dualism—separation between the stellar and Earth 
selves. It was his Sethian side, his dark side, that tore him to pieces like a man 
being torn limb from limb by a lion. But Osiris was regenerated by the God- 
dess Isis for choosing animal wisdom as the basis of magical training for Egypt. 
He learned, from his fragmentation into fourteen parts and his regeneration 
by Isis for the insemination of Horus, the secrets of alchemy and the 
philosopher's stone. The solution to this unsolved mystery is the Great 
Pyramid, which all people on Earth intuit. The secret is actually very simple. 
The blocks of stone with which the pyramid is composed are made of a com- 
posite of ancient limestone containing spiral fossil forms, ashes of all animal 
species on Earth, the brains of the pharaoh, salt, and other mineral and semi- 
precious stones. All other body organs of the pharaoh are stored in Canopic 
jars, which demonstrates that the karmic patterns created by incarnated 
humans are stored in the intestines, liver, stomach, and lungs. 

Osiris was the hero of the Temple of Saqqara, where the formula of 
fourteen ingredients for the hardening of stone was discovered by Imhoptep. 
Saqqara has fourteen gates symbolizing the fragmentation of Osiris into four- 
teen parts. Thirteen gates are walled in, and one is open, symbolizing the 
essential truth that we refer to as the “animal bypass’: there is only one elixir 
for the unity of form, the animal totem. The human access to the open four- 
teenth gate is sexual, is phallic. 

Lately, when we wished communion with Earth, we simply sent photons 
from an exploding supernova in our own galaxy. This explosion offered new 
creative forms. It was an ecstatic shiver, sending photons into the female 
organs of the jaguar on Earth. Osiris was born of such a union. There is noth- 
ing mechanistic about this. Osiris was born, and he was found by the Nile 
because Earth people believe that gifts from the gods are found in infant 
form in woven baskets on river banks. He was named a god, and he began 
the Jaguar Priest Cult. But we did not comprehend the great power of this 
animal, and Osiris tried to balance the power by setting up temples, rituals, 
and teachings. However, the Earth energy is feminine, the jaguar is the femi- 
nine warrior, and fear between male and female was born on Earth. This 
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power technology of Osiris was based on control, and control divides male 
and female. 

Male warriers were entranced by the natural great power and energy of 
the jaguar. These men tried to control the jaguar spirit by wearing its skin and 
by stealing its natural form—the ecstatic expression of the self as woman. 
Thus began the priestly secret cabals and programs of violence on Earth 
based on supression of the Goddess. The bypass to the energy, the rainbow 
bridge of multiforms, is made by each person when he or she sees that 
higher and more evolved strains of beings on Earth originate from creations 
of star beings as animals. The Zodiac is the star map for Earth and the code 
entry for species level creativity. 

This great teaching is the basis of the animal totem teachings on that 
Earth originated in Egypt. Therefore, when one reaches a certain level of 
evolution, one contacts ones totem animal. The Native Americans pro- 
tected this teaching—that the pathway to the stellar body on Earth is 
through the animal teacher. When a person does this, then he or she is a 
whole person within the cosmos. But the need to clear up Atlantean confu- 
sion about cataclysms has caused the primal Atlantean confusion—the desire 
to control reality to avoid a cataclysmic end. This has resulted in dominion 
over the species—the belief that humans are superior to any other species 
or elemental creation and that the human race must husband these species 
to protect the planet. This is the same mistake Osiris made which caused 
him to fragment into fourteen parts and to lose the fourteenth part—his 
phallus. Isis saved him, since the Earth is feminine. New creation comes from 
the body of women, and new birth can never be controlled by men. The 
male part of people will perpetrate an insidious elimination of all species, 
excluding itself, during this late phase of repeated Atlantean technology. The 
male will even attempt to destroy Mother Earth until the New Dawn, when 
the female is reintegrated into the male. 


A connection must be made with the jaguar totem animal so that this negative con- 
trol of the feminine by male priests can finally complete itself. You will know when the 
animal power has returned when women cease wearing animal skins. The signs are all 
visible, and even the Osirian archetype is in place. Like the fragmentaton of Osiris by 
his brother Seth, it is a requirement for priestly status in the Roman Church to have a 
phallus, but not use it once the sacrament of holy orders is taken. I can manifest the jag- 
yar at will as I did at Tikal. A yellow-and black-spotted jaguar hovers over my body, 
and he gives me a strange extraterrestrial scarab with a Mayan glyph that radiates pur- 
ple, iridescent light. 

I have had many encounters with the great cat in my own lifetime, first with the 
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bobcats and lynxs of my childhood. Once my healing crisis began, my eczema was like 
the spotted skin of the jaguar. A healing crisis will occur for us all when the stellar link 
is established, for then all the experiences of pain and fear residing within ourselves 
from our own evolution will need to be cleared. We are in the midst of a planetary cni- 
sis. The destruction of all species would totally eliminate the possibility of stellar com- 
munion, which is the chance to know our Earth story from the beginning of time. Our 
story is the multifaceted expression of creation from the beginning of time. 

We can enter stellar Dreamtime by learning the ways of animals through totemic 
magic. But we cannot understand animal totems without observing their habits on 
Earth. As people connect with their totem animals, they will protect the animals, realiz- 
ing they are connections to the soul. We are soulless without our animal teachers. And 
the crisis is cosmic! It is no accident that the stellar expression of the great ages—the 
Zodiac—is in animal form. 

I have a place of deep pain in the left side of my heart over the elimination of animal 
species. My own attunement to my totem—the jaguar—is most intense, for this cat is 
the guardian of the gate into the dark side, the gate I have chosen to open at this time. In 
the early stages of civilization—alienation from instinct—on this planet, the jaguar 
was known to be a teacher importing information about our maximum ability to feel 
animal power. Humans of weak heart feared these teachings. Initiatic training was 
developed to teach humans not to fear, to have the courage of the lions heart. The oldest 
structure on this planet—the Sphinx—is the reminder of this story. But power-hungry 
priests wanted to dominate the animals. This was the origin of the various priestly 
black-magic cults which appeared on Earth when decisions were made to dominate the 
feminine Earth energy rather than to know the undivided self. The black-magic priestly 
cults killed an animal to rob it of its power instead of asking the animal for the gift of its 
life. Then they robed themselves in the animals pelts, thus stealing more of its power 
instead of knowing their own power. We have tried to kill our own teachers, such as the 
jaguar, rather than face our own great powers. The pain in my heart comes from killing 
animals. 

I recognize the abuse and | allow the release of the jaguar. This opens the gate to my 
central sadness: the killing of the jaguar energy within myself is what caused that man 
to rape me. I see myself as the wounded little girl. Like a murdered great cat radiating 
light from my heart, I surround the abuser. I recognize him for playing a role for me, 
teaching me a lesson. I allow myself to come full circle—to acknowledge that he brought 
the jaguar teaching into the world with him, for he was part of that story. The totem 
animal of my own rapist was the jaguar! What brought out his jaguar energy was the 
same energy in myself, for he did not want fo respond that way to anyone. This leads me 
into my place of deepest sadness, a place in my heart where the painful experiences exist 
right next to a place of waiting for peace inside. 

I find a place within myself where there is a belief that we must repeat the pain over 
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and over again, a place in me that says I must suffer, feel awful, and grieve. There is 
another feeling that tells me just to jump out and open up the locus of inner suffer- 
ing/fear/despair and prepare myself to encounter the jaguar. The masculine energy does 
not need to rape the feminine on this planet. The energy can release and peace can radiate 
out from the heart. There are thousands of years of imprint about this issue, but the lion 
will lie with the lamb when the waters of emotional pain are poured out of the jar. 

I cannot forgive the man who raped me unless I forgive all the pain I have ever 
caused another. He is a mirror of myself and we are each other. To break the pattern of 
victim/victimizer, abused/abuser, I have to feel there is no difference between him and 
me. I go into the heart, I let the love unify, for love destroys opposites. I can see my deep 
purple body and, in my head, deep purple through the corpus callosum channel between 
my left and right brains. I can actually see the vertebrae in my own neck and I am 
catapulted back in time to when I was eighteen months old in this life, before I was sent 
away to live with another family during the War. . . 


I was sitting on the warm floor of the sunporch in the house in Elmont, New York, 
playing with large wooden blocks. I drew within myself as I saw my nanny in the dis- 
tance, knitting. My vision blurred, and I heard an imploding high-pitched ringing 
which felt like metal piercing my brain. It excoriated the last sight from my pupils as I 
spiraled in reverse to the pink land—magicland—where I had gone before. Magic was 
my first home. 

I was caressed by folds of diaphanous white fabric as my large blue eyes popped 
open and I saw the blue lady staring at me, a look of love in her eyes which contained a 
safe place for my earthheld body. She waited until I was totally present and then began 
to talk in a low voice: 

“Within days, you will be sent by train with Auntie to the land by the great 
waters. We see great pain coming to you as part of your entry into Earth and we have 
teachings for you. 


When your heart is filled with sadness, 
remember the bear in the woods. 
When you have no home, 
go to the pond and caress the turtle. 
When you are hungry and no one feeds you, 
walk by the waters and make yourself larger 
with the greatness you see, for you have no limits. 


When your body takes the pain of abuse, 
observe the heron taking flight! 
When you cannot feel your own legs, 
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watch the horse running free. 

When you are cold and no one holds you tightly, 
stare into the flames and remember the inner fire, 
for the Goddess is always in your heart. 


When your mind rebels 

as you see cruelty inflicted upon your brother, 
Look to the center of your forehead 

where we have placed the emerald 

and send that greening straight to the heart 

of all humans. 
For I vibrate a power to you 

greater than any power on Earth. 


When your soul is dry with confusion, 
call the lynx into your heart, 
The lynx sets a field of acceptance for all who love you, 
but a fence for all who do not know my vibration. 
Together you look up to my stars to see 
that I am the light that is a spiral.” 


That day, I disappeared at one oclock in the afternoon to be with one of my star 
teachers, and I was found five hours later by the Bronx Fire Department, sliding down 
the edge of the Bronx Reservoir. Because | was always getting “lost,” I was sent to 
“safety” by the great lake in Michigan, where I met my first worthy opponent. 
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Chayster Sve 


THE GREAT LAKES & 
THE PALEOLITHIC SPIRAL 


The place where I experienced the greatest pain on Earth was also the place where I 
learned to heal. 

It is the spring of 1946 and I am standing in tall grass listening to the wind. The 
grasshoppers make gnawing sounds. A snake slithers out of a cave formed by nearby 
root systems, and I can hear its scaly body scraping against stones and bulbous tubers 
which dig down into the fertile soil. A crow caws above at me, knowing I am feeling 
myself fly along with him. I feel all the fish swimming in the lake nearby. As for me, I 
am a turtle dragging my home across the gravel. I am digging my leather shoes into the 
dirt and glaring at the sky as I boil with frustration and anger. 

This is the backyard of the house on Wildfowl Bay. He has locked Bobby in the 
toolshed and I hate him! The woman of the house, Gracie, is in the kitchen washing 
dishes and staring out the window into the backyard. She knows Bobby is locked in the 
toolshed because he spilled a can of paint. She is making the kitchen floor perfect by 
waxing it over and over again, and observing its sheen. She knows Bobby is hungry, 
but if she feeds him, the man will beat her up, and push her down in the bed, and. . . If 
I get Bobby out, the man will hit me. I hate him. 

Bobby is sitting inside the toolshed crying, and he is hungry. He just peed in the 
corner and the piss smells. There are hornets up in the roof corners who are just begin- 
ning to awaken and buzz. A rat is gnawing on some corn husks under the shed and its 
sharp teeth seem to be getting closer. Bobby is six, and he is thinking about the water- 
paints in the back of the Sunday School basement. Last week he painted the sky above 
the lake in a way that made him feel how the sky felt. This day is Sunday, in the after- 
noon, and he has missed Sunday School, the only time he can ever paint. 

I grip my corduroy dress, fighting back the tears that have not flowed for over a 
year, since... My mind begins to swirl with attempts to remember the people from 
long ago—the gigantic black nanny and the mother with soft hands who cradled my 
head, cradled my head—before my concussion. My mind also holds visionary scenes 


85 


86 / Heart of the Christos 


of shining people, ladies in white flowing robes, and crystal balls. The visions mix with 
forms of Gracie in the kitchen, old cats in the barn, and a quick memory flash of being 
bashed against a wall when my head got hurt. A blinding white light calls a distant 
memory to me as I begin to feel a warm pulsation in the center of my third eye. My 
sight goes within as my body begins to warm up, and all my limbs begin to feel like tree 
limbs. I feel a great rod of white light suck down into my rigid body, go through me, 
and thunder into the Earth. A vibration in my spine pounds with my heartbeat as I feel 
a hot rush of energy thrust through me, an Earthforce which | felt the first time when I 
was born. 

The light blasts through my heart, almost causing it to cease beating. Once 
through my heart, the force opens the choking wet heat in my throat caused by my frus- 
tration over not being able to protest against the tyrant. The energy blasts freely into my 
head once it is past my throat constriction. I can see Bobby inside the shed, like a car- 
toon at the movies! He looks so small and sad. My forehead is tingling and vibrating 
with an exquisite feeling, as if ice cream is melting there. A green ray, surrounded by 
magnetic topaz-blue, spirals like a snake through the air from my forehead to Bobby in 
the shed. The inside of the shed around him is vibrating. I shake with ecstasy, my whole 
body a rod of white light from Earth to sky. The field fills with hundreds of butterflies, 
all shimmering in beautiful golden light around the waving flowers. 

Inside the shed, there is a warm glow and Bobby shifts. He falls into a trance, the 
way he feels when he watches the watercolors make forms on the paper. His mind 
expands out beyond the confines of the shed. He flies out over the field of flowers, over 
Wildfowl! Bay, and off to the horizon of the rising sun. He is imprinted with an incredi- 
ble truth—that no authority can ever imprison his mind. Later in his life, when he is a 
prisoner in Vietnam, interrogators try to break his spirit by confining him. He is 
unbreakable, because he simply travels out of the confinement with his mind. 

Remembering that first ime in this life when I healed another suffering child was 
metamorphic for me. My own child within now remembered its delight, its own fantas- 
tic creativity. My inner child ecstatically danced as the memory of the green light car- 
ried me into an exquisitely faceted peridot. I swirled counter-clockwise through green 
stone, and found myself encradled in the large hands of a huge, wonderful brown man. 

I am a week old and I am delirious with fever as I hang between life and death. 
The year is 1887. | am on Honolulu Island being held in the arms of the Kahuna. 


| come into density and blackness. Eons have passed since | have 
returned in a female body with my stellar self existing with me as | incarnate. 
As | arrive, | feel that | am chosen to be a channel for female energy from the 
stars. Possibly the star body always remains intact in each infant for a little 
while, and | just happen to be noticing my stellar self at this particular birth. 
The room feels so dense, thick, and warm. | begin to drift away, but | want to 
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watch the lovely colors of yellow and green, topaz and amethyst, pushing at a 
shimmering envelope of diamond light around the brown man who holds 
me. So | fight to breathe. 

Brown women with kind faces hold warm compresses soaked in fire 
herbs on my tiny chest as they rub my limbs with oils. My tiny lungs struggle 
to open and my heart fights to beat in rhythm with the drums in the room. | 
open my eyes for a moment, fascinated by the shooting rays of green and 
purple light around the Kahuna's ancient face as his heart beats with mine. | 
hear his message, for he tells me that | must come in this way—my soul has 
chosen the way of the mother. | must find the mother within myself as a girl- 
child, or | will turn to warrior ways as a male and perish eternally. He sees my 
soul from the beginning of creation and sees the test ahead of me. | must 
learn to be a mother, to give myself completely away. 

My gift to him is that | agree. His gift to me, as he smiles at me with great 
radiance, is that he encodes my cells with the Kahuna green-healing teaching. 
He fills me with green light so that | can send the rays to my brother in the 
next life when | am a white person. He names me Leonore after Father Leo- 
nore, the Catholic missionary whom the native people love. In Hawaiian, 
Leonore means “the light,’ and the people first named this priest “the light.’ 

Just before it is time to return me to my waiting family, the loving brown 
man takes me out of my crib, wraps my tiny body in treasured otter skin 
from the land faraway, and takes me to the cave of origin to sit with me for 
hours. Periodically he grunts and shakes his head as he probes more deeply 
into who | am. He wears a necklace of lion's teeth on his neck, for he protects 
the heart. He has healed me simply because he was asked to do so by Father 
Leonore. He heals anyone if asked. But his reward is that, once he heals 
someone, he can see their place of origin from far beyond this galaxy. His 
soul travels to the wandering planet which has caused pain on Earth since 
creatures were made from the lava of the Goddess. He wonders if the time 
of true freedom is coming closer. Has the Goddess finally come to deliver 
the Earth? He looks into my eyes, sending joy deep into my being as | fly back 
50,000 years in time. 


I stand on sand with tufts of grass, and there is a rock ledge above my 
head. I have a tall, sturdy body with great feet. I wear an otterskin 
medicine-woman dress with strings of turquoise around my neck. My 
skin is red, and I have black hair on my legs. I wear a bone bracelet on my 
right arm, and no jewelry on my fingers, which end in long nails. My 
hands are slender but very muscular, very strong and expressive. My 
nose is broad, and my cheeks are high and concave, slightly sunken from 
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many lost teeth. My eyes and ears are keen. | am a medicine woman and | 
have come to travel to the home of the ancestors. 

I am inside a shallow ceremonial cave and I face the back of the cave 
wall with the sky behind me. To each side, I see a painted warrior sha- 
man. The figures each have a knee against the cave wall but are turned so 
that they are staring to the outside. I am looking in, and the shamans are 
staring out. Each of them is beating a drum, is dressed in many feathers, 
and is wearing paint which is bright red, yellow, and green—the mask 
for traveling to the spirit world. 

I stare at the grey rock which is covered with drawings that have been 
picked into the rock by the ancient people of our tribes. Focusing on a 
pictograph of the Sun, a circle with snaking rays coming out from the 
edges, I become like the Sun and can travel to places in this solar system. | 
was trained for many years to be able to travel for my clan. The warriors 
with me are my guardians in the spirit world, and are standing here to 
hold my ground while I travel. These two will soon disappear from my 
perception, but they must physically remain to hold my space. If either 
of them did not remain and some other shaman came into my cave, | 
would never be able to return to Earth. 

Around the Sun in the pictograph are the animals of the stars. Ani- 
mals are my very soul. If I concentrate on one of the animals, I can 
shapeshift and become that animal. I can become the animal energy. 
However, I am attuning myself to the Sun today. The animal-medicine 
circle in the sky is cosmic, it is all that exists, and it is an entry point to any 
dimension or state of being. I focus on the central Sun of our universe. As 
I meditate, golden light begins to shine and then becomes stronger and 
stronger. The cave fills with golden rays, and then the light spreads out of 
the cave and over the land, and begins to pulsate. ] become a rushing 
wind force and I leave. 

I am traveling, flying through a dimension beyond the cycles of time. 
As soon as | left the cave, I lost all sense of place. I am shooting out to cre- 
ate a link to the people of the other side, the timeless, nonphysical peo- 
ple. I am a light with pale blue around me, and I feel as though I am 
moving along slowly. The experience feels like I am moving through a 
dimension, approaching a cave in another place. The place I am nearing 
has a blue metallic housing which is lit up. | am approaching an oval door 
which is about fifteen feet high and open. The sides of the walls, which 
are flexed concave to the door, are encased in metal and are very shiny. 
There are many lights, like hundreds of small suns. 

As soon as I fly in, the door is quickly shut. The weight of the air 
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feels incredible. ] am heavy, as if my arms weigh thousands of pounds. I 
shoot into the interior. The side of the mountain or planet is all that can 
be seen on the surface, once the door closes. My range of vision is diffi- 
cult to comprehend because this world is completely technological. It is 
so unlike my own world, and my body is so heavy here. The three or 
four people awaiting me seem to expect me. They are bigger than I— 
eight feet tall—and they are shining. I wonder if these strange people are 
the gods of the north light? I begin to feel very excited. Their forms seem 
to be less physical than mine, or else I have gained density by coming 
here. | realize ] am expected to go sit in a chair as the inner doors to this 
circular chamber shut. 

The group of beings stands with expanding light auras that move out 
from their bodies. I can feel these auras like the tingle after lightning on 
Earth. Perhaps I am in the presence of the lightning gods? I cannot make 
out their features very well. I know they called me here for some reason, 
and | do not think I have ever been here before. I expected something 
else to happen when | entered the dimension of the pictograph. I thought 
I was just going to travel to the land of the masked gods— kachinas — but 
perhaps this is the home of the kachinas! The two shamans remaining in 
the cave have created this and so I open to the experience. This is my next 
initiation, but I could never have imagined this scene, and it is hard to 
believe I will ever see Earth again. I must let go completely. 

The beings do not talk, they just send me thoughts in waves. As they 
radiate energy to me, I feel a macrocellular shift into less density. As | 
shift, I feel anew pulsing vibration, and my heart warms. I| begin to relax 
and marvel] at their magnificent golden wings. These are the thunderbird 
people! They begin: 

“We connected with your passage to other dimensions through the 
solar force, because that is how we maintain our conscious contact with 
Earth. If we lose our conscious contact with Earth, we lose our sharing in 
the story of Earth. We are the abode of the gods, the Solar Logos, the 
teachers of Earth, the brotherhood and sisterhood of creation. Your 
legends of the ancient days are the story of our eternal return to Earth. 
We are the protectors of seeds, animals, the genetic strains of all life in the 
solar system, including the genetic strains of humans. We store new seeds 
grown on your planet, and we do this to guard your planet. Because of 
us, you have many animals and different kinds of plants on your planet. 
Because of our care and genetic breeding, you are able to evolve. We are 
your teachers about alchemy — changing form.” 

The beings have some kind of control over me which I do not like. 
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They understand my thoughts. Surely they are reading my mind and 
there is nothing I can do about it. I still wonder what this means to me, 
and I wonder if this is what the major secret initiations actually are? I am 
not afraid of them, for I have passed through the initiation of the great 
cat. But I did not realize that there were gods who were actually involved 
in what happens on Earth. They beam awareness into my mind concern- 
ing the appropriateness of their involvement with Earth and suggesting 
that we are better off because of them. Like knowing the outcome of a 
hunt, these beings can anticipate any desire or fear | might have about 
them, and even figure out whether it is good for me! This is 50,000 BC, 
and their teaching comes through time, flowing through me as the sha- 
man warriors hold my Earth place for me. 

“Our project in the solar system is to develop plant and animal spe- 
cies. Earth is the greenhouse, and our planet is cold with little water. We 
are highly developed in the mineral kingdom and in the mental dimen- 
sion. We are the source of morphogenetic fields in the solar system. Liv- 
ing things exist here in underground laboratories in storage. Our seeds 
grow into plants and trees on Earth, and we get seeds back from Earth 
whenever we return. Earth's atmosphere is superior to ours. One year 
here is equal to 3600 years on Earth. The orbital cyclical influence is the 
key to dimensionality, since beings in this solar system age according to 
the time cycles of their own location. If we come to Earth, we age at your 
rate, so we rarely stay long. When we come home, we age normally, but 
when one of us returns to Earth, you are shocked to see that a teacher 
such as Thoth, Enoch, Isis, or Khnum, is still young. The ancient Earth 
legends about people living a thousand years come from our people visit- 
ing Earth, and the stories about Earth people going to sleep and waking 
up still young after hundreds of years have passed, are true accounts of 
Earthlings who came and spent time here. We have access to your world 
through time warps such as Avalon. You, Isha, will be the beginning of a 
great legend when you return to Earth. 

“All evolution is dimensionality in relation to time, and your dimen- 
sional perceptual skills will mutate exponentially if you can absorb our 
teaching for you. Mastery of the cosmos is attained by any creature that 
can travel through space and time at will, recognizing its participation in 
creation in an eternal existence with no beginning or end. This is your 
initiation as an astrologer, and you will give it all back to Earth. 

“Planetary cycles are locations of dimensionality. Twelve years on 
Jupiter is equal to one Earth year, and Jupiter is the solar teacher of mas- 
tery of spiritual skills. That is why there are twelve sections of the Zodiac 


Paleolithic Spiral / 91 


in sympathetic attunement to the twelve Great Ages. If you attune to 
that, you can live one Earth year each month in your mind and multiply 
your mastery skills twelvefold. Or, if you observe the New Moon Lodge 
faithfully for one year, you attain our cycle of 3600 years by attuning to 
the addition of zero to a period of 28 days times 13 months, which is how 
the shamans got you here. The Buddha obtained enlightenment in one 
year by transferring his consciousness to Uranus for one year and experi- 
encing an 84-year-long kundalini breakthrough. 

“We are the Akashic Records of Earth because ours is the longest 
cycle in the solar system. The Akashic Records are the records of emo- 
tional growth of the soul over many lifetimes, and the key into them is 
the Moon, which rules the emotions. Emotional growth takes a long 
time, until finally free will becomes possible. You will be a teacher of the 
evolved will, and we called you here today to encode your brain with the 
teachings of the emotional record bank. 

“Since 3600 years on Earth is equal to one year here, our physical 
needs are miniscule in comparison to yours. This fact is the key to future 
transmutation of the entrapment of physical desires on Earth. A time will 
come on Earth when you will be faced with consuming yourselves. Then 
you will learn that wants and needs are all functions of consciousness, 
and you will discover that you can manifest wants and needs mentally 
instead of emotionally. We are the givers of the Tree of Life, which repre- 
sents the teaching that all which is needed is already present. We only 
require one great Tree to sustain ourselves. You will have a Tree in Jerusa- 
lem, which will be killed by the beliefs of the Mosaic Covenant — that 
men have cominion over plants, animals, and women. The Tule tree of 
Oaxaca, and the sycamore tree next to the Sphinx, will survive to see the 
transmutation of emotional obsession. 

“Our genetic and chemical technology is very advanced. But we 
have made mistakes because the universe is a place of experimentation 
and free will. Choice exists to offer the hope to all beings to choose the 
Creator. Your memory of us is negative because of our dimensional dif- 
ference. For example, we decided to see if we could improve the genetic 
strain of humans by breeding ourselves with animals, and then breeding 
ourselves on Earth. The idea was that a woman could have the courage of 
the jaguar or a man could attain the frequency range of the dolphin. We 
were wrong! We were impressed by the magnificent formation powers of 
the third dimension, since we are fourth dimensional and not in material 
form. We tried to meld second-dimensional qualities— animal existential 
expression— into humanity. We learned that all dimensions are equal but 


92 / Heart of the Christos 


different. We now understand that diversity is the key to survival, which 
you have not yet realized. Noah will bring the Ark, which is a boat of the 
heavens, a creation like our planet, and he will deliver the teaching of a 
mated pair of each species to Earth. Noah's teaching will be understood 
at the New Dawn. 

“As for your painful memories of us, the composite animal/human 
experiments were an afternoon in the laboratory to us. But for you, 
because one of our afternoons is equivalent to three of your years, one 
week of our time is a lifetime for you. You suffered terrible pain from our 
experiments. All of that memory lies within your phylogenetic coding. 
As in any relationship over time, you will not believe that we have 
learned from our mistakes just as you have. It is like a bad marriage 
loaded with uncleared blame. Your problem is, we are gods to you. 
When you find God— your fourth-dimensional self —in yourself, when 
you are able to recognize your own mistakes, you will not need to blame 
anyone else. Our lack is, we do not feel your pain enough yet. We are 
slated to learn compassion, to learn to feel. 

“You must also recognize that very little would have happened on 
Earth if we had not loved the greenhouse and needed it ourselves. Our 
vibration is the way to understand mineral forces, and to not fear the 
cycles of the mineral kingdom—volcanoes, earthquakes, and mass 
movements of continents. You feel heavy here because you can actually 
feel geologic time. For us, your long geologic cycles are like our after- 
noon weather report. We are also the teachers who gave you the Phil- 
sopher’s Stone, and when you remember our history with Earth, you will 
remember how to find the Philosopher’s Stone again. 

“On more etheric levels, we are masters of emotions because we live 
such a long, long life. Our needs are actually similar, for we have the 
same center, the Sun. Only because we have so much more time do we 
already know that our relationship to Earth is very mature now. Once 
upon a time, we would have used you— medicine woman sent to us by 
the shapeshifters— for experimentation. But now we only want to teach 
you. Separation is coming as you move out of your childhood, and like 
any parent, we do not want to let you go.” 

As | sit here in the chair, I realize that I have already encountered 
them. Earthlings have always worshipped these beings when they 
appeared on Earth. I am in the presence of the gods and the gods are 
vastly superior to us, exhibiting complete self-control. It frightens me. | 
like first to feel and then to react. I do not think these beings feel and then 
react. Our planet is their big concern, but I suppose this is because of 
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their own needs. They are much like us, but evolved vastly beyond 
humankind. Yet, since their planet comes around the Sun so seldom, I 
wonder if the gods know as much as we do about our cycle in relation- 
ship to the galaxy? 

Earth is in relationship to the Pleiades by means of a 5125-year evolu- 
tionary cycle. This cycle is transmuting Earth into a planet of love so that 
we can attune to the Galactic Center. We have great Earth temples at 
sacred sites which attune us to Andromeda and the Pleiades. When I 
received my first initiation, I was told that our Earth temples are 
unique—that only on Earth do we resonate to the stars and the planets, 
to the distant spiral galaxy beyond our way of the stars. As these beings 
thoroughly know technology, the possibility exists that I have superior 
knowledge about cosmic cycles. Perhaps Earth is the only place in the 
cosmos that has temples which connect Earth and sky. 

Bizarre as it seems, | become aware that I understand their thoughts 
and that these beings understand mine. If 1 thought about the needs of 
Earth while I meditated, would they hear my thoughts? How do they 
tune into what is happening on Earth? Is there transfer via thought? Or 
are these advanced beings attuned to the information we are conscious 
about because they are actually joined with our thoughts, i.e., are they 
another aspect of who we are? 

I struggle to understand these beings better during this opportunity 
to exist in their space. I must understand as much about them as | can. 
Like a deep awakening in the ancient mind, I find I can telepathize. The 
beings are infusing my mind with levels of wisdom which are like a new 
creation in larval form that will require eons to metamorphosize. | sud- 
denly see that they have accelerated me into the future, to another life as 
Barbara, and then have guided me right back to being a medicine woman 
50,000 years ago. My awareness is exquisitely timeless and exists in all 
minds. 

Their time frame is enormous, and | sense that I am being encoded 
with the skill for traveling over huge spans of time. This is a wisdom initi- 
ation into the Records! 1 am awestruck. I feel myself shifting, and I could 
easily pass out as I see a vision of the cosmos as cycles of time, like 
whirling gears of spinning galaxies of precious gems. As I spiral in and 
out of space and time, they modulate their energy with mine so that a 
new level of fusion is possible. I have felt, for just a moment, what it is 
like to feel as they do. They need the seeds of Earth as we need their 
experience at the outer edges of the solar system in bridging our Sun to 
its brother and sister stars. I appreciate my shamans grounding me on 
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Earth while ] am here discovering new realities of time, even if I do not 
have immortality as these beings do. In a way, I wish I had their life span 
and their knowledge. But the acuteness of my physical and emotional 
senses is as multifaceted as their consciousness beyond the third 
dimension. 

Somehow, by being able to intensify awareness, I begin to recover a 
personal memory of an experience I had with these beings when they 
once came to Earth. | shiver with a great intensity, as my adrenal system 
shoots energy into my body. I hold my power as a buried memory moves 
slowly into consciousness, a memory of mating with one of these gods 
and giving birth to a demi-god. Pride then floods my being. I was a 
maiden then and now | am great medicine-woman crone. | fill with 
ecstasy, holding my energy as I see that the beings have brought me 
home. I raise my eyes to the one I once knew, who looks deeply into me. 
A new dimension of loving men is given to me by his eyes. ] remember 
being chosen to be the divine mother, Isis/Eve, as all women on planet 
Earth have once been. 

A doorway opens in the back of the room where I am sitting. It is a 
hallway into a laboratory. ] walk into the laboratory filled with rows of 
boxes on three-by-nine-foot tables. The boxes are like coffins with see- 
through lids, like oxygen decompression tanks, and there is a body inside 
each one. | am afraid their scientists plan to put me in one of those things! 
I walk down the rows and look at men and women from all the different 
historical cycles of Earth. Since the beings shifted me so that I could com- 
prehend past, present, and future before I came in here, I can see individ- 
uals from the dawning of history into the future. They are from different 
times, different countries, and different races. I see a pharoah next to a 
potter, a warrior next to a queen. 

When someone dies on Earth, these beings can teleport the person’s 
body here. Whether or not this happens depends on the quality of a per- 
son's physical body at death, resulting from life experiences. The Egyp- 
tians knew all about the status of the physical body at death from being 
instructed by these gods. The Egyptians knew how to purify and neutral- 
ize body qualities resulting from experiences during life. The status of 
the physical body during passage from life to death influences the abili- 
ties of the soul and emotional body to travel to other realms between 
Earth incarnations —the ability to visit the schools on other planets and 
stars. The Egyptians purified the organs during mummification and then 
stored the organs in Canopic jars because the emotional lessons being 
learned on Earth are evolving through time. The growth of each con- 
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sciousness in the universe is not static. This laboratory is an interface 
zone between the linear comprehension of spherical time and the third 
dimension —a tool to be used for tuning into any place or time period. It 
is like the ceremonial cave —a device for traveling. 

Each person in this laboratory is a harmonic channel for a particular 
historical lesson, for a specific civilization’s belief system which made an 
impression on great numbers of people and systems. We can tune into a 
particular lesson by using these frequency harmonics. We do the same 
thing on Earth when we are fascinated with a particular historical period 
or individual. This is why people think they were a famous person in a 
past life when actually they are tapping into the lesson encapsulated by 
this historical person. This lesson is held in energy form by us in spherical 
time. Such issues can be reexplored over and over again by time-traveling 
into “past lives” until the lesson is mastered. There are certain truths to be 
learned by all souls in the midst of the time-developmental universe. 
Time will cease, as we understand time, once the lessons are learned. 
Time is simply a device which is useful for consciousness in the third 
dimension. 

From a human point of view, these individuals are not dead. We 
walk over to a case containing a woman: “Look at her,’ the beings com- 
municate mentally. She comes alive! They communicate to me by their 
thoughts that this is happening to her in her time zone and place — that 
she is becoming consciously aware of them right now! They teleport 
thoughts to her the way they are sending thought to me. They seem to 
be very interested in communicating. 

I absorb the knowledge — we are eternally in tune with all places and 
times. 

I look down at the woman and she is not separate from me. I am 
flowing within myself and I feel that my cells are the same as hers. The 
beings are assisting in my ability to do this. It is very natural to them, as if 
they are the one and! am the many, but we are both of the same essence. 

“We are not ‘body snatchers’ The bodies you are looking at do not 
actually exist in a third-dimensional sense, but are fourth-dimensional 
holographic forms of third-dimensional emotional consciousnesses. 
These bodies are evolving with us as our planet moves out of the solar 
system. We travel all the way out to Sirius— Record Bank of the central 
souls. Let us use as an example the late twentieth-century, just before 
Earth and our planet attained equality. Much of the evolution at that 
time was occurring within electronic media, and also much of the 
retrogressive behavior. Stop for a moment and observe the big container 
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with rows of small boxes with screens, each containing the face of a 
celebrity —an individual to whom many people transferred their desires 
for more experience. This was an odd phase in the late twentieth- 
century, previous to humans becoming less astral and more mental. 
These are the ‘TV personages’ Earth people were so hooked on them, 
that the only way we could keep in touch with Earth people was to access 
these TV forms who acted as collectives of individual egos. It was a curi- 
ous time. Many were obsessed with being famous— holding personage 
energy. 

“This point was the dark before the dawn, because individuals were 
experimenting with what consciousness actually is. You can, on Earth, 
invest your consciousness in the life of another, but who would want to? 
Another bizarre phenomenon in the late twentieth century was the proc- 
ess of channeling entities instead of just developing superconsciousness. 
We do amuse ourselves occasionally, and so we created a hall of entities 
that could be channeled. We filled it with entities that you would call 
‘blabbermouths’ so the entities could talk until they finally got tired of it. 
They loved the rapt and mindless audiences. The reason that people were 
trying to lose their identity in another being was that they were bored 
and exhausted by their individuality and their egos just before they 
accessed their cosmic selves. They got to the point when they thought 
ego was suffering. In fact, the consciousness form called the ego is simply 
a station for access to other realities. Meanwhile, others were getting 
closer to contact with us. One person, Michael Jackson, even built a con- 
tainer like our laboratory containers, and slept in it at night, so deeply did 
he long for a journey to Sirius. 

“When out near Sirius, Nibiru is more like a star than a planet, 
because then its orbit is more determined by galactic orbits than by the 
Sun. It differs from other planets in that sense. It is less dense, less caught 
in linear time, and it thus bridges solar forms and star forms. Solar forms 
are circular and star forms are spiralic, and these laboratory forms are the 
bridges. Here is the big secret: You can’t have knowledge in a multi- 
dimensional way unless it can be felt, and that is why there has been so 
much suffering throughout time. This will continue until feelings evolve. 
The silver cord into the solar plexus connects the traveling astral body to 
the physical body, and the solar plexus must be cleared of pain in order to 
free the astral body. 

“If the lessons from Sirius are going to be available for Earth, you 
must become conscious about your evolution by learning to clear the 
emotional body and by training your brain for multidimensional access. 
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Such evolutionary skills are a science which exists in the memory bank of 
each individual. We hold all these holograms for Earth learning, but such 
holding of energy may be making it harder for you to do it yourselves. 
Let go of the belief that we will do it for you, because universal knowl- 
edge is within you, waiting to be tapped. 

“There is a faster way! If you can learn to attune to star forms, espe- 
cially to Sirius, then the laboratory forms can go. We can dump the rec- 
ords. When you are ready to let go of your identities, we can let go of this 
archaic method of keeping in touch. When you remember us, you will 
be released from your subliminal need— your tiresome obsession with 
fame —resulting from having lost touch with the divine. Our reality is 
much more fascinating.” 

The forms keep changing, but this laboratory is for holding emo- 
tional energy until we learn to be as conscious of these beings as they are 
of us. This is our primal consciousness, our ability to remember our ori- 
gins in the stars, our story. We are not just egos. Each person has sublimi- 
nal memory of another side—the planet that links us to the stars—but 
our egos want to block the stellar connections which cause the ego to dis- 
solve. So we are drying up, and we have forgotten that we have a 
physical-plane, multidimensional, cosmic participation. 

Earthlings and Nibiruans each have skills and qualities which the 
other does not have. Nibiruans are masters at manipulating time and dis- 
tance because they travel so far for so long, and yet we Earthlings are the 
masters of bringing those energies into form in time and place on Earth. 
When we do that, the Nibiruans are linked to us, which grounds them 
into the greenhouse. We then experience a greater frequency range, 
which frees us from the oppressive narrowness of incarnation. When 
Earthlings do ceremony at certain times at certain sacred sites, the vertical 
axis is made, and we are in ecstatic communion. But a dark time will 
come before the light. They tell me a story of the Dark Ages. . . 

“When you leave your childhood after the Flood and take your first 
steps, you will desire to be like the gods. You will fight amongst your- 
selves for thousands of years to obtain power. When you enter your 
adolescence and have complete freedom, when you are ready to be sons 
and daughters of God yourselves, you will reach a point when Earth has 
attained technological expertise on the level of Nibiru. Earth will have 
grown up and will reach a level in its space program of technology that is 
similar to Nibiruan technology. 

“You will come to a critical crossing time when you will either revert 
to atavism—to old and non-evolutionary patterns—or you will grasp 
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the free-will teaching of Christos. This point in your development is a 
test that we ourselves failed, and we resorted to war in space. Your 
ancient memory holds records of that conflict, which was a war between 
the shattered planet that existed between Mars and Jupiter, now the 
asteroid belt, and Orion. This memory will tempt you to use your 
knowledge of space technology as a weapon instead of as a bridge. This 
will be a very confusing time, because the free-will process on Earth 
allows many beings from other star systems to be born on Earth after the 
darkest point—Dec. 2, 1942. These beings will be called ‘walk-ins’ They 
will participate in the free-will experiment because they failed the exper- 
iment before. Some extraterrestrials will come at this time to try to 
encourage Earth to choose Christos instead of separation. People on 
Earth will not know whether their friends or enemies are from Earth, 
Orion, the Pleiades, or the Andromeda Galaxy. Each individual will be 
personally called to overcome his or her own sense of separation. You 
will be able to see that this is happening when people eliminate 
addictions —behavior patterns which isolate the self. 

“You will not destroy Earth, and people will not be able to travel in 
space until they advance their consciousness of time and space. Scientists 
who wish to experiment in these areas will be blocked unless their con- 
sciousness is as advanced as yours—as a medicine woman 50,000 years 
prior to this time. And, nobody gets to your level until they have cleared 
their own negativity, for they would die in the dimensional initiation. 
Millions of humans will die in the late twentieth century because they 
will refuse to advance their consciousness. This retrogressive point of 
view will be egocidal, because the ego will become dysfunctional, like a 
turtle shell which does not grow with the turtle and insanely crushes the 
animal. The space program will advance no further than dimensional 
consciousness because dimensional shifts are a requirement for ascen- 
sion. The ancient Egyptians knew how to accelerate their bodies to leave 
Earth, and the teaching exists in the Book of the Dead. We are freed from 
some of the constraints of linear time; we see better than you do. You 
will be blocked from certain actions that could harm the cosmos because 
we will meet again in 3600 AD. Meanwhile, the cosmic joke is that there 
will be no apocalypse, no cataclysm, and no End Times. Instead, each 
individual will have to clear his or her emotional body and create an 
environment which reflects the ecstasy of the divine human in a medi- 
cine wheel of animals. 

“We are remembered by you as a destructive force because we are 
the wild card of the solar system—the electron. Our orbit is highly 
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elliptical, and we manifest chaos and change. You cannot have order and 
stability without chaos and change, for matter is always evolving into 
new forms as the old forms die. On the physical level, this will never 
change. Old stars will become supernovas and new stars will be born. 
But there is no death, only matter changing form, and consciousnesses 
accessing more dimension. We always return to bring a new teaching 
from the stars. 

“Until you remember that you return again and again to Earth, you 
will continue to search for a beginning and an end. You have experienced 
our return as a crossing, a periodic cataclysm in the solar system. But, the 
electron does not destabilize the molecule; the molecule is a unit of bal- 
ance. When you go into balance and understand the eternal return, then 
you will see that Christos brought in the new order—a balanced solar 
system — with our last return at the Incarnation. Let me tell you about the 
End Times. 

“Since the coming of Christos, the time has come to choose life over 
death. The death wish comes from the paralyzing fear of the black 
place— Orion. In the wars with Orion, pain and separation were first 
experienced, and after that point many souls chose to cease to be. But all 
changed with Christos. A being of such love and compassion came to 
Earth that now all souls have access to the desire to be alive, to be alive 
just to experience the love of Christos. The atmosphere of Mars was 
destroyed in the Orion wars, and Earth will begin to remember the battle 
when the Face on Mars is seen. The reality of the Face will sink in during 
a joint exploration between two countries which have used up the 
resources of their own people by naming each other as enemies. 

“The ancient memory will suddenly become much more important 
than any enemy on Earth, for the revelation of the Face on Mars will 
cause Earthlings to see that the wrong enemy has been identified. In the 
Orion Wars—the time of terror—Earth was knocked out of orbit by 
Nibiru. The planet between Mars and Jupiter was exploded, disturbing 
the orbit of Earth. Earth’s orbit around the Sun had been 360 days, in per- 
fect synchronicity with Nibiru. In those days, the degrees in the circle, 
the days in the year, and the function of time were all in perfect synchro- 
nicity in the solar system. 

“The twentieth-century is the critical test, for our memory banks are 
filled with craters of emotional pain just like the surface of the Moon, the 
body in the solar system which teaches Earth about the emotions. The 
Moon teaches Earth about waxing and waning, the process which 
teaches humans to trust the cosmos. The Moon also has a dark side 
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which is not seen from Earth, but which can be seen by the cosmos. The 
return of Nibiru will teach Earth not to fear the dark side, for we have 
come full circle at last. Earth is ready to acknowledge its dark side and see 
that Nibiru is no longer the source of fear. That which is deep within and 
unseen—the memory bank—causes confusion. People on Earth are 
ready to see that the useless going back and forth—raping and murder- 
ing the other, being raped and murdered themselves — will not assuage 
their fears. Let go of these denying behavioral patterns, for even the most 
intense violence will not hide the truth from you. 

“We exist with no beginning or end, and we will never know the 
answer to how form can have existence when it has more space within 
itself than actual matter. Only our hearts can handle being free of defini- 
tion. I call you to emerge out of your mummy, for saying goodbye well is 
harder than becoming acquainted. Now that you might find yourself 
able to remember the other side, the hardest is yet to come: next you will 
name yourself.” 
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TEOTIHUACAN & 
THE TIGER INITIATION 


I will name myself. The only way I know how to do that is to name myself at my 
temple in this lifetime— Teotihuacan, “where the tree god comes to Earth.” Like the 
rebirth of the Sun caused by the flux of spiralic currents ceaselessly precipitating and 
coagulating cosmic substance, I call myself my own lightbody, Itzanna, “the god who 
enters into density, into the Mother Earth.” 

I named myself on Harmonic Convergence when I meditated for many hours with 
my Atlantean record crystal in the Temple of the Quetzal Butterfly—“the phoenix 
metamorphoses.” After hours in the blazing sun, Itzanna came into soul fusion and I 
asked to be able to resonate with the records of Teotihuacan. By asking, I knew that I 
would have to be personally prepared to look at any of my own experiences which were 
blocking my access to this knowledge. I knew I was preparing to rebirth the crystalline 
star woman who came here billions of years ago when Earth took form. The Goddess 
delighted in our creation here, and we were all present in the beginning. Element to ele- 
ment, blood crystal to blood crystal, I opened inner space so that I could become a home 
for our story. As I felt the transmutative shifts within myself, I first experienced 
bilocation—the ability to be in two places simultaneously. I am used to this experience 
now, but the feelings in my body while being in two places at once were amazing when it 
was first happening. I was sitting in the temple at Teotihuacan in 1987, and was simul- 
taneously manifesting an extraterrestrial facet of my own self in the same location. 


I have a heavy, barrel-chested body, and my skin is smooth and 
brown. I wear silver shoes with pointed curled toes, a silver headpiece 
with antennae, and have a little rim of hair underneath the edges of the 
headpiece. My lips are thick and wide, my nose is flat with a curved 
bridge, and my slanted eyes are wide apart. My forehead was pressed 
when I was an infant to connect my third eye to my pineal gland, for] am 
galactic Mayan. I wear a yoke collar that begins on my neck and falls 
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around my front, over my shoulders, and connects in the back where a 
long cloak is attached beneath the yoke collar. | am bare-chested, and | 
wear a metal waist belt that is held to the collar by means of two-inch- 
wide crossed straps. A fabric skirt is attached to the belt which goes to 
my knees. My fitted space boots cover my calves and are made of a sil- 
ver, woven, metallic fabric. 

My silver gloves are related to how | arrived here in this dimension, 
but I cannot imagine how. A strip of metallic fabric wraps around my 
wrist, then connects to a strap that wraps around my middle finger over 
the back of my hand. Ah, yes, I see... I just shapeshifted into this 
dimension during a Mayan ballcourt game. The contestants play the 
game to break through the dimensions so galactic Mayans can enter the 
third dimension. When I press my thumb to my palm, I notice that I have 
only three fingers, and these digits are webbed and short like on amphib- 
ian hands. 

Now I am standing on a cut, red sandstone platform in the middle of 
a plaza of red sandstone, and |] am a distance away from the ballcourt. 
The platform is on the eastern side of a large temple complex which is 
about 400 feet square. The flat surface I stand on is about fourteen feet 
wide, and drops off to the frontside about thirteen steps. Down the back, 
to the east, stairs drop off very steeply; there are about 50 steps down to 
the ancient Pyramid of the Serpent. I am alone, and I look west to the 
pyramids of the Sun and Moon. This is Teotihuacan, and I am gazing 
from the eastern side of the Citadel just above the Pyramid of Quetzal- 
coatl. The view is exquisite and I come here often. 

I shifted into this place and experience, which gives me a very 
strange feeling. The temple complex is now deserted, as if the entire 
sanctuary has been abandoned or deactivated. All resonations are shut 
down and | wonder why. This is a hotspot. When this temple site is 
active, Teotihuacan is a tremendous resonator to all dimensions. When 
activated, Teotihuacan resonates directly to the Pleiades, to Arcturus, 
and to the Andromeda Galaxy. The Mayan daykeepers deactivated this 
site in 212 AD to shut down active energy connections to certain stellar 
planes. I come to this site from other dimensions frequently, as a fourth- 
dimensional lightbody of the daykeepers, who serve the cycles of time. I 
also was an active worker here during a series of incarnations. When indi- 
viduals in incarnational form learn to bilocate, as Barbara has done while 
meditating in the Temple of the Quetzal Butterfly, the contact with light- 
bodies occurs. We are here all the time at sacred sites, but people in Earth- 
form forget about us. When we deactivated the site, I was here as an 
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Earth temple artisan. Now I gaze down into the conch shells at the base 
of the Pyramid of the Emerging Double Serpent which I carved with my 
obsidian knife, and I see a part of myself in the center, crying for a vision. 
I will tell you my story of Teotihuacan now, as I awaken from thousands 
of years of sleep. 


There are only two places of this power magnitude on the planet: Giza 
and Teotihuacan. Giza is active all the time because the pyramids calibrate 
the teachings of Sirius for Earth from the cycles of the planet Nibiru. Teotinu- 
acan is a cosmic resonator which was deactivated in 212 AD as a safety mea- 
sure. The temple was used by the galactic Mayans to open the dimensional 
light channel for the Incarnation of Christos, who was known as Quetzal- 
coatl/Kukulcan in Mesoamerica. Christos/Messiah came as a teacher from 
the Pleiades. He was born Mayan—one who exists in many dimensions 
simultaneously and who is outside of geographical and political boundaries. 
He was sent to resolve conflicts on Earth. It was the first time such an event 
had ever occurred on Earth. There had been many visitors from Sirius and 
Orion but never from the Pleiades—the star system of the heart. The Pleia- 
dean waveform transmuted the deep memory banks of Earthlings—hope 
was implanted for polarity to be unified into love. And, when Christos/ 
Kukulcan—the Solar Logos—came to Earth, the Mayans received a stellar 
waveform from Andromeda Galaxy through the Pleiades to Earth. That ts 
why the Earth/sky temple at Teotihuacan is called the Temple of the 
Metamorphosis of Quetzalcoati—the Plumed Serpent. This temple is the 
Mesoamerican site of absolute transmutation, a magical point where the 
skybird and the snake lie peacefully together in the Sun. 

But at the dimensional fusion point—the Earth—intense polarity con- 
flicts, originating in the group mind from past cataclysms in the solar system 
and Orion, were activated by this incredible power-wave. In Jerusalem, the 
geomantic zone that Christos was born into, spiritual identity was sharply 
polarized into two archetypes: the Hebrew “chosen people,’ and the Egyp- 
tian “enemy.” Later, the Romans took advantage of the polarization and con- 
quered both sides. This caused the new Christos teaching to be distorted for 
2000 years. From a galactic perspective, we knew about such judgmental 
identities. But Nibiru came into the solar system as the Star of Bethlehem— 
Nibiru rising—a great light in the sky representing the gift of peace from the 
three eastern astrologers, the Sirian star magi. This was an exquisite 
epiphany of the end of the domination of the gods. 

We thought Earth would end all war and worship the Prince of Peace— 
who was a new earthly human with an integrated stellar self. We thought 
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Earth would go to the next stage of evolution: freedom for Earthlings from 
interference of “the gods” and a decision to choose their own reality. But 
Earthlings had gotten addicted to taking orders, and were always looking for 
a leader! Rome took full advantage of the hiatus by putting a solid gold statue 
of the god/emperor, Gaius Caligula, in the Hebrew Temple in 41 AD, just 
before Nibiru left the orbital plane of Earth in 44 AD. When Nibiru entered 
the orbital plane of Earth in 7 BC, Augustus Caesar declared himself Son of 
God—Dvi Filius. As soon as the Hebrew Temple was destroyed in 70 AD, 
the Romans began removing the Egyptian Earth/sky power connectors—the 
obelisks—to Rome! The pharaonic line of Egypt had been the abode of the 
gods during the 3600 BC phase of bringing magical teachings to Earthlings. 
But the temple holding the last vestiges of the power of the gods, Karnak, 
was devastated by a great earthquake in 26 BC, and Rome was to be the 
next abode of the gods. The Roman Empire declared their leaders the 
“Imperium, or the very gods themselves. The Church claimed Jesus of 
Nazareth, also calling him Divi Filius, even though Jesus consistently declared 
that his empire was not of this Earth. Then Rome—Church and State— 
conspired to control the hearts and minds of the people. All that was 
needed in the populace was a full belly and plenty of pomp and ceremony. 
Throughout time, the Egyptian obelisks hold the power of the imperium of 
the sky gods for the popes and the city of Rome! To protect the new seed, 
Quetzalcoatl, the Mayans deactivated the time-dimensional tunnel of Teoti- 
huacan until Christos would be born in the hearts of all the peoples of Earth. 

The Mayans were chosen to protect the Christic seed because their 
people were the Earthlings who coordinated sacred or stellar time—galactic 
spirals—to Earth cycles. The Mayans lived the teachings of sacred time, called 
Ahau, and they understood the weaving of history on Earth. They were free 
of the Powers and Principalities, or Archons, as Nibiruans were called in 
0 A.D. For as Nibiru underwent the agony of its solar return—its loss of 
immortality—the Mayans at Teotihuacan taught the Nibiruans about the 
soul. Our bodies may be in an orbit or a cycle, but our souls are traveling free 
in the cosmos. The Mayans taught the Nibiruans about the Dreamtime! 

At this moment, the possibility existed to free Earth from its chains: fear, 
rape, and violence—the human activities that separate us from our stellar 
selves, Christos/Kukulcan came to announce a new order, and the Archons 
were prepared to let go of their obsession with Earth once they had savored 
the Dreamtime. But the Archons were entrenched in the memory banks of 
all humans, and it would take another cosmic fusion cycle—the Age of 
Pisces—for humans to absorb the new freedom. The gods did let go, but 
because humans had become emotionally addicted to taking orders, their 
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power juice existed in the memory bank, waiting to be restimulated by kings 
and priests. We had gotten addicted to not thinking on our own, to getting 
depressed and not taking action when we did not like things the way they 
were, and to thinking the condition of Earth did not matter unless we were 
personally threatened. 

The next step on the part of the Powers and Principalities was brilliant. 
Church and State perceived that the way to totally limit the power of the 
individual was to eliminate access to story, to myth, to the Dreamtime, to 
the larger cosmic whole which teaches us that each individual action has an 
effect on all of existence: Earth, animals, rocks, people, and galaxies. Then 
the economic and political arena would seem to be the only reality. Humans 
could not imagine creating their own reality. When Christos/Kukulcan saw 
the status of Earth, he activated a great teaching about the healing heart. He 
taught that love was the natural state of the human soul. 

The Earth field shifted because a few were able to hear the truth, and 
the few disciples whom Christos initiated protected the heart. But we toned 
down the cosmic connection at Teotihuacan because the addiction to power 
and control would be lived out through the Thirteen Heavens and Nine 
Hells. We would be caught in the cycles of history until each human sought 
Christos in the heart. Simply put, the change could only come through each 
human who chose to love. Next, the eternally patient planet, the Goddess, 
would outwardly mirror the pain of humans so that each person could see an 
analog reflected by the condition of the planet itself. That would be the 
extreme sacrifice of Gaia, the true story of the cross which was covered up: 
Christos suffers with the planet, for the planet in ecological crisis cannot offer 
sanctuary to the Divine Son. 

Humans were freed by Christos, but the Roman Church methodically 
destroyed all sources containing the true teaching. The Church set up dogma 
which would make the true teaching almost impossible for humans to dis- 
cover. The Church became the oracular fount of the Earthborn Archons— 
the outward structure of the demons in the mind from ancient pain! This 
institution aligned with the Roman Empire, which was geomantically empo- 
wered by the Egyptian obelisks and the Roman Pantheon. Church and State 
became the new temple of the Archons by manipulating the archetypal con- 
tents of the deep mind. Together they conspired to force humans to forget 
the Dreamtime. The people had little chance to even recognize Christos, but 
this great teacher unleashed a new feeling, a personal divinity that would 
grow like an eternal flame in the heart. For protection, the teaching of 
Christos was given to the native peoples of the West, who were uncor- 
rupted by the civilization that was addicted to power and control. The 
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geomantic power of Teotihuacan held the teaching to be activated on August 
17, 1987, when Quetzalcoatl would return to Mesoamerica. 

The return of the Christos was carefuly planned for thousands of years. 
As part of this process, the solar system gradually moved into balance so that 
it could align with the spiraling heart of the Milky Way Galaxy. 0 AD was the 
precession shift into the heart when the gods returned to Earth to let go of 
the addiction to being gods. Egypt was the dimensional tunnel for the Sirian 
star teaching of 3600 BC. In 0 AD, the dimensional tunnel became Teoti- 
huacan. 

In 212 BC, Teotihuacan became the new home for the Emerald Records 
of our long evolution and new freedom. Later, inQ AD, the records of Teot- 
huacan were greened by the birth of a star teacher into human form. Like 
chlorophyll in the cells, Christos initiated two thousand years of growing, 
which is nearly finished. Teotihuacan has released the truth about the true 
home of Christ in the heart—Gaia. Seers have long predicted great Earth 
shifts—volcanoes, earthquakes, tidal waves—at this time. But actually, the 
real shift lies in the complete loss of power by the Vatican, which has caused 
society to become uncentered. The Church/State will collapse during a cere- 
mony. The Roman Lie is almost exposed: There is no Second Coming. The 
Second Coming is Christ in the heart, releasing to heal the Mother Goddess, 
Gaia. 

Teotihuacan was totally abandoned by the Mayan daykeepers in 587 AD, 
when the site became a commercial city. The rituals that occurred during 
that time were lifeless, but very elaborate and beautiful. The performances 
became energyless, ritualistic pomp and ceremony, as other Mayan temples 
were activated for the unfoldment of Christos in the form of Quetzal- 
coatl/Kukulcan. | was not present for any of that. | appeared today to take my 
soul on a journey to a time when | actually worked with the Emerald 
Records. 


I am standing below the first Pyramid of Quetzalcoatl, built in 6700 
BC. It lies within the Pyramid of Quetzalcoatl at Teotihuacan that was 
built in later years. | walk up the side of the pyramid to enter the ninth 
dimension—fusion of the inner child with the stellar self. When I reach 
the top, | dematerialize and reform myself in a small subterranean room, 
one level beneath the Temple of the Plumed Shell. I enter this most 
sacred sanctuary by moving my awareness into the curve-form of one of 
the large conch shells in the murals. I spiral down through the curves of 
the inner shell and enter the holy room deep in the Earth. The space is cut 
out of solid bedrock, with one rectangular door into the interior and 


Tiger Initiation / 109 


symbols divided into eight sections on the sides. The nine- pointed star 
above my head as I go within is the mystery symbol for the integration of 
shadow and light. Around this large block of stone containing the 
interior space, there are twelve columns which support the Temple of the 
Plumed Shell directly above. The columns make a hallway, composed of 
columns on the outside, and walls of the interior room on the inside, and 
each is deeply incised with exquisite scenes of many antediluvian crea- 
tures of the deep sea. This is the original temple. The Temple of the 
Plumed Shell directly above it was built later and was similarly modeled. 
The Temple of the Quetzal Butterfly is open to the sky. These forms are a 
copy of the original temple. Part of the Mayan mystery is that this first 
temple was once open to the sky. 

Within the room is a rectangular stone box that is six feet in length, 
two feet high, and three feet wide. It is about the size of a coffin. The box 
is made of cut white stone set with patterns of obsidian chunks on the 
sides which look like eyes. There is a great emerald crystal on the top 
with a curved obsidian mirror stationed above. In the center of the box, 
there is a lens which sends a ray of light reflected from the emerald crys- 
tal up to the mirror. The mirror then reflects the light ray back down to 
the lens, which sends the ray to the Andromeda Galaxy. 

This mechanism accesses the memory of the Emerald Records of 
Khnum/Thoth, who is the mental plane calibrator from the star systems 
which influence Earth. Thoth is unlike any other teacher since the begin- 
ning of time, because he is the one who protects the alchemical secret. 
Half of the secret—that matter is not destroyed but simply changes 
form—is known, but the other half—that consciousness can access all 
forms of matter and all manifestations in time—is hidden. That is why 
Thoth’s animal is a baboon, and like the baboon who howls when the 
Sun rises in Egypt each morning, he awaits the revelation of the other 
half of the secret. He howls at the rising of the Sun each day, hoping that 
this day will be the day of revelation! The African baboon goes into com- 
plete silence for one day and one night at the time of the New Moon 
each month, because he awaits the new and unique seed. Perhaps that 
seed will be the one to reveal the secrets of matter and form? The baboon 
is the first to observe the rising of the dog star Sirius before the inunda- 
tion, for he understands that the keys to existence are known on Sirius. 

This box reflecting Earth wisdom to Andromeda Galaxy is Thoth’s 
path to symbiotic attunement of the spiraling galactic forms. These galac- 
tic forms illustrate how the Goddess manifests in time, for matter is inert 
unless activated by the passionate spinning of the Goddess. Thoth will 
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again activate the Records when humans awaken to their galactic selves, 
for Andromeda will be the brightest it has ever been to the naked eye 
between 1987 and 2012 AD. Those who attune to spirals will move into 
the Dreamtime, and Andromeda Galaxy is the most magnificent spiral- 
ing form visible from Earth. 

I am in the room with Thoth, for I am the guardian being in this 
room, in the form of a stone hawk. I also exist as one of the hawks in the 
columns of the upper temple. This temple is open to the sky and receives 
the light of the Sun, Moon, and stars. I am Horus-of-the-Horizon. I can 
come alive in my stone form in this room, just as I willingly became stone 
before, in order to exist on Earth within the cycles of time. I have waited 
in this room for a long, long time, fully conscious within stone, observ- 
ing all the Records sent from Earth to Andromeda Galaxy. I have been 
waiting for the cyclic apotheosis of the Mayan Great Cycles to activate 
the Records again. I have obsidian eyes placed in my form for seeing the 
cycles of time. Obsidian is volcanic, and makes my seeing through the 
fire possible. 

I now focus my obsidian eyes on the emerald crystal on the top of the 
box, and as I do this my vibration begins to tone down to a comprehensi- 
ble level. I hear a high-pitched ringing in my temples, and a voice forms: 


The Records are a frequency resonance and calibration system with 
other dimensions, and the text is not to be confused with Earth legends such 
as the history of Atlantis. There are ways in which the ancient sacred sites 
and secrets of the universe are still very much alive on Earth. Now is the time 
to attune to the vibrations, as we move beyond past experiences connected 
with such places. Listen! Do not assume you will face sacrifice and sexual 
abuse if you allow yourself to feel the power of the Earth again. These images 
are simply memories. You have to listen to the Earth like a little child! We can- 
not create anew world with you unless you pass out of the old cycles of fear, 
so that you will again be able to hear the teachings of the wind. Earth is in a 
storytelling relationship with Andromeda Galaxy, Arcturus, and the Pleiades. 
You forgot about creativity. You lost your hearing. | have not changed. You 
must brace yourselves with my fire, enter my waters, read the messages in 
my wind again, and become my stone, by lovingly giving your offerings and 
energies for the new vision. 

| exist in radiant light form above the emerald crystal, and the pathway 
into me Is the spiral form, for you must escape from the circular and endless 
cycles of reason now, and focus on the turning curves of the conch shell 
where existence actually takes form. All the dimensions of life are located in 
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the Moebius curve of the conch shell, and! exist where the spiral ascends out 
of its own curvilinear form. To know me, ask questions that have to do with 
bridging from one reality to another, with the places between things, for] am 
emptiness. 

| will go into the interface zone between the physical and astral dimen- 
sions of your bodies to show you what it is in your being at this time that 
makes the ability to know me difficult—your God within. There is grey and 
fuzzy-looking matter in your physical cells which contains emotional imprints 
of your experiences. This matter draws energies to you which mirror these 
emotional imprints. You draw individuals to yourselves who confuse you, and 
you try to cover the signals from your emotional imprints with addictions. All 
you have to do is ask me for my help and | will free you from every chain that 
ever held you. 

Look within yourself for me and the imprints turn to light! | have not 
vacated you; you have just forgotten that | dwell within you. Now | see 
whirling forms of color within you and | spin counterclockwise with the 
forms. A male would spin clockwise. With a man and a woman, a double 
spin forms a figure eight, the action for bringing in the new galactic energy 
without jamming the faster vibration into the old form. Light floods the cells 
with this movement, which is why the symbol of my healing is the entwine- 
ment of two serpents. The evolutionary spiral has been rising at each turn in 
the Moebius curve, and that is why you learned at such a dizzying pace as 
soon as the Nine Hells began. The energy ascension is about to occur, but 
you will miss the great leap if you do not see that the densest matter must be 
moved. You must spin the matter. Those who do not first love their own 
bodies are in grave danger at a time like this. Every place in you that denies 
any of your many roles in the story of time, which denies any part of the col- 
lective consciousness, is in grave danger—for you know me only by your own 
experience. Nothing is other than yourself, not the Albigensian Crusades, 
Adolf Hitler, or the ceremony at Tikal. Where you deny your experience, 
you deny creation. 

The material plane will move into spiral form, for these events have 
occurred before on Earth. You will recall these events if you just remember 
the ancient skills: geomancy, sacred geometry, and correct ceremonial 
cycles. For example, the physical plane in England is exceedingly impenetrable 
by higher dimensions because the belief in power and contro! there was 
sealed into divine kingship, a later version of the Roman Imperium. Teachers 
must energize Avebury, energize the ancient rock formations which were 
created for galactic communion at the beginning of the fifth Mayan Great 
Cycle. Like the ourobouros—the snake swallowing its tail—return to your 
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child, your first quickening, and know the Earth again. Spin the dormant 
forms into energies that wil! come alive and release all the molecules into the 
next dimension. By enlivening the stones, the statues, we will be given back 
the energies contained within them which actually quicken your Sun, your 
own star. We are waiting to be reawakened and enlivened by you. We are 
alive like the spiraling galactic energy in all the shells on Earth. 


I was meditating in the blinding sunlight of August, 1987 in the Temple of the 
Quetzal Butterfly. I also existed simultaneously two levels below. An intense macrocel- 
lular reorganizaton was occurring. I shifted in my body, which felt like carbon being 
pressed into diamond, and I was myself then as I had been in 6700 BC! I had already 
found a statue of my galactic self by observing the Nagua in the La Venta Museum at 
Villahermosa, Mexico. I had actually found my ancient form who came to Earth, and I 
had stood in front of myself in stone in 1987 for a few hours. I had wondered whether 
if I were released from stone at that time, I could become whole—release my form from 
the beginning of time. Would I then not be layered any more into individual planes? 
Would I know myself in all dimensions simultaneously, instead of perceiving myself in 
this or that time or place? 

I began to notice that I was rooted into my body, as I was both sitting in front of the 
sipapu of Teotihuacan and also existing in 6700 BC with my attention fixed on the 
exquisite emerald crystal. A great tornado-like funnel of billions of diamonds swirled 
above me in the turquoise sky. Suddenly, the symbols of the center of the universe 
around the top rim of the temple became tree roots digging into the soil with tongues of 
fire to the sky, and the centers were spinning. All three levels of the temple formed the 
Tree of Life! I gave my soul the freedom to return to the moment when I first got caught 
in time and place. 


I am slender, tall, and muscular, with small breasts. My hair is 
straight, coarse, and very long, and my skin is tough and swarthy. I have 
strong features with a prominent and strong chin. My nose is straight and 
large, and my cheeks are very high above full lips. My neck is long and 
slender, and I wear a deerskin tunic down to midthigh. I have a green sash 
around my waist made of a loose- weave cotton, and I wear nothing else. 
My skin is brown and suntanned and I have large hands and strong arms. 
I have a leather thong on my wrist with a hanging owl feather which flies 
in the wind. I am an owl priestess and my name is Adreena. 

My skin is rough from climbing trees. | can see a long, long distance 
to the rolling hills far away. 1 am standing on mossy rock, having just 
emerged from a four-foot-high hole into a cave. I hid something in the 
cave and I’m looking to see if anybody saw me do it. I’ve buried some- 
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thing in there. The cave is ten-to-twelve-feet deep, and I buried a body in 
the front of the cave where there is a flat, sandy bottom. It’s the skull and 
a few bones of a one-year-old infant. I dug up the remains someplace else 
where I had found them all discolored and deteriorated. Somebody is dis- 
turbing the graves of my people. I found the grave of this infant dis- 
turbed, with sacred objects taken out, and some of the bones were gone. 
I brought the remains here to rebury them. 

When invaders disturb the graves, we lose touch with our ancestors 
and forget our stories and legends. The stories of our clan are the teach- 
ings of the ways of wisdom, healing, and how to live in the world. If we 
forget the stories, we have no existence—no time. We are the dark peo- 
ple, and the blond people of the North across the water did this. The 
invaders from the North woods want us to forget our past, our lineage, 
and the way to accomplish that is to destroy our graves. Then we are vul- 
nerable. This was another child my mother had and he died of a killing 
cough. He was my brother. 

I can see grassy fields and trees, lots of trees. This is southern 
England. It is 20,000 years ago, way back in time when there were many 
great trees. If | go forward in time, I can see fields, stone walls, farms, and 
the Avebury stone circle here. 

The cave is on the edge of a hill. I leave the cave and walk through 
the forest to my village. The woods are deep and dark, and the trees are 
very big. This is a great oak forest with light reaching the ground in 
patches. There are green plants on the ground, and this pathway through 
the deep woods is very solemn. As I walk along, there is a river nearby 
which leads to our village. I am afraid of what has happened. I have 
returned from a long journey to find the disturbed graves of my clan, the 
Wolf Clan. I took the remains and buried them in the cave and now | 
return to my village. 

I am sneaking along, tree-by-tree, getting closer. Our village by the 
river has crude huts made out of wood with dirt roofs. We dry the logs 
from trees that have fallen in the forest, and pile them up for stockade 
fences and for building houses. We use the branches for the roof. The 
roofs are packed with dirt, which becomes mossy and repels the rain. 
Our houses are like the forest and are low to the ground. Our village con- 
sists of twenty huts in a central clearing, and a stockade fence surrounds 
these dwellings to protect us against wolves, bears, and tigers. The forest 
is so deep, and the trees so tall, that there is little sunlight here even in the 
central clearing. 

I see that the skin flaps on the doors are open and that, inside the 
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huts, skins and vessels seem to be gone. The huts are all there but the vil- 
lage does not look norma!. I am coming in on the backside of the village 
between two huts, and there is a smoking campfire off to one side. I go 
into the central clearing because I sense there is no one around. 

The sun slants in from the West in the late afternoon. No one is here, 
and I go across the center clearing to the hut where | live. All is strange. I 
pull aside the moose skin that covers the entrance. The few tree trunks 
that we usually sit on are knocked over, and there is some debris strewn 
around in the back. There is no one inside and | feel intense dread. I do 
not know what to do. I cannot figure out what has happened, as there are 
no dead bodies, but somehow my whole clan is gone. There is little phys- 
ical disturbance, but my people would fight! This is like an abduction. 
The tribe was removed without killing anyone. I go back to the time just 
before I left on my journey. 

The hot August sun is high overhead. There are some people cook- 
ing and drying meat and skins, children are playing, and other people 
talk in low voices in the village center. I am near my own house. We do 
not go inside much in the summer because we wlll endure the winter’s 
coldness soon enough. | hear lots of talking and the barking of dogs. | 
hear the owls in the trees, the birds singing. There are lots of little kids 
around. We are a happy people. 

I am not a mother myself and I do not have a man. I am an ow! priest- 
ess. I have sex with many young men before they mate, but I regulate my 
cycle to the Moon so that I do not conceive children. I will not have chil- 
dren in this lifetime and I feel very free. I keep my village in tune with the 
cycles of nature. I am trained to be in tune with the cycles by becoming 
the animal. I can become the spirit of any animal. If someone in my vil- 
lage needs to learn how to walk in the woods without making a sound, | 
become the deer and show them how. I was chosen to be an owl priestess 
because of my affinity to the animals, especially the wolf. I am in tune 
with the energy of the village, and I regulate the village energy to the 
cycles of the planets, the stars, the Moon, and the seasons of the Sun. My 
sanctuary is to the North in a large clearing. This sacred space is a great 
stone circle which is carefully aligned to standing stones on the ridges of 
the surrounding hills. That is how I know certain seasons have begun. 
My work is to know the timing, but my most important work is to feel 
the people. I feel their needs and respond with healing methods. 

I know the energies of the plants and herbs. I feel the emotions of the 
people and give them plants for balance. If there is a family that is in dis- 
cord, if there is anger or violence, | commune with the animals in the for- 


Tiger Initiation / 115 


est to attune myself to the animal spirit which is the right healer for this 
need. I go into the deep forest and run with the wolves, prowl with the 
lynx, sniff with the fox, and eat with the deer. I sometimes climb in the 
trees with the squirrel. I becoine one with the animal, then | travel in 
spirit to the family in the village. I bring the energy of the animal from 
my sanctuary to the family. This heals the failing spirit of a person in the 
family so that the family can know happiness again. I give myself in this 
way because I know that if a human group gets out of balance, and the 
energy is not rebalanced, then a negative heart cycle begins. Once such a 
cycle begins, the sequence repeats itself over and over again. People are 
caught in repetition. 

| heal with animals because many animal powers are free of the com- 
plexities of being human. For example, the animals do not know of their 
mortality, so they remain always in the present time and their spirit does 
not need to come and be, over and over again. My people get very con- 
fused by death and cannot imagine not existing. Various people get 
obsessed about the importance of their own meaning, their own signifi- 
cance. People forget they are part of the larger whole and they get caught 
in a trap that they believe is a universe. To the lynx, each hunt is an orgas- 
mic union with the hunted, but my people spend all their time worrying 
about whether they have food. The great hunters of my clan know that 
the animal will manifest before leaving on the hunt. Those of us who are 
old souls know that we return over and over again, and that we are not 
caught in a particular moment. We feel immortal even though we die 
again and again. 

People begin to develop ideas about how existence is supposed to be 
which have little to do with reality. The way life actually works is only 
known to a few initiates. There are at least thirteen dimensions which are 
kept in balance by the cycles of the planets, stars, and galaxies. Just like a 
human body, all the parts play together. I can travel in all of these dimen- 
sions by just tuning into feelings, and can actually feel all of what being 
is. If I cannot feel a person, we do a sweat ceremony together to find that 
person's power animal —the beast who has access to his or her soul. Then 
[ learn the medicine of that animal and | can heal the person. My only 
limitation is how much feeling my body can hold. 

I can travel anyplace because no place in the universe is separate from 
any other place. The distances that I travel are only restricted by my own 
inner limits. I am unusually free in my mind, emotions, and planes of 
existence, because this is an extraordinary lifetime. I am so conscious 
because, before I came, I chose to master the animal vibrations, to attune 
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totally to the animal dimension. This is the thirteenth dimension, 
unlimited by any sense of time, place, or fear. Animals are the constella- 
tions of the stars, and these lifeforms are the most potent teachers for 
humans. 


We shall observe her from the center of her own soul, because she 
asked to see the true meaning of the animal teachings, the most sacred 
teachings in the universe. Adreena commented that her perception of her 
own limitation is that her body can only hold so much feeling. The secret to 
the hope for perfect and robust health exists in Adreena’s judgment about 
herself. She is not actually limited, but her form of resistance to admitting 
feelings is the entry point of all organic disease in the human body. The 
Egyptians—masters of the physical body—had organic disease figured out. 
At death, they embalmed the lungs in an ape jar, the stomach in a jackal jar, 
the liver in a human Jar, and intestines in a falcon jar. In each lifetime there is a 
central mastery issue. Adreena has true communion with the animals. But in 
any life there Is also a central confusion coming from that lifetime, and the 
soul returns until each confusion is solved. We now move to the point at 
which the conflict originated in the life as Adreena. 


[am in the center of my village. There is a place right in the middle of 
the clearing where the stone from the grandmothers of the Wolf Clan is 
buried. This stone is the primordial egg from the beginning of time. It 
was buried here in the center of this village before the village site was 
chosen. I saw the sacred relic when I was five. The owl priestesses dig up 
the stone every nineteen years for the ceremony of the cycle of rebirth. 
This ceremony is performed when the Moon is closest to Earth as the 
Moon rises in the notch of the grandmothers. All the priestesses were 
here in the center when we dug up the stone. 

When | am in the center sitting over the stone, I can tune into every 
feeling in my village. Then my feelings take me to the part of my body 
which responds. Now I begin to feel very upset in my belly, as if the cen- 
ter of my body is my heart and this location feels very heavy. I feel all 
these vibrations in my belly, and I do not know the source of this great 
power. I cannot see the animal, but I can feel great violence. I allow 
myself to be taken to the source of the violence. 

In one of the huts in my village, there is a man who is clutching a girl 
at the throat. He is over her and her body is thrashing. He leans down to 
force his knees onto her knees in order to spread her legs. He has an erec- 
tion and he is shoving his phallus into her body. She is eight or nine years 
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old, and she is his daughter. He is penetrating her and I allow myself to 
totally absorb the insane violence of this act. The energy is very intense 
when violence and sexual power are mixed together, and that is how the 
experience feels when I tune into him. When I become her, I feel like | 
am being caught, being trapped, being suffocated, being stuffed. I stand 
over the grandmother's stone, totally feeling this screaming pain. | 
become an animal in pain. I feel the violence, I see that this is not sexual, 
not erotic, and I scream its constriction out through my throat, blasting its 
imprint out of myself. I do not think about the meaning of what has 
occurred, for that is another way to get caught in the energy form. 

I go into the forest beyond the vibrational frequency of the village to 
my sanctuary — animal territory. There I am the goddess of the woods, 
and I have no rational mind. I cross the line into my territory, take off my 
tunic, and leave this clothing at the base of a tree. I go into the land of 
Atlana and I am walking into a field of vibrating yellow color which was 
invisible a moment ago. | take high steps, as if | am walking over a rain- 
bow of blue and green. The frequency is suddenly very high, with more 
vibrating waves of color. I become the central forcefield. I can see myself 
yet I am also inside myself. | am a vibrating point of force like the inter- 
section in the center of the figure eight of a magnetic field. Within the 
two circles, my body is a perfect energy field, a complete universe in 
itself. I stand there and charge myself. 

I charge the higher head centers, which ground right into the Earth as 
an electromagnetic field is created. 1 am surrounded by my circle of 
standing stones, being built by the gods for the grandmothers, and as I 
ground, an etheric dome forms all around me. My spine is the central 
alignment rod. I am the rod of a resonant vibrational core which struc- 
tures an etheric forcefield of a great area around me—spreading out 360 
degrees to all the constellations, and also down to the central crystal core 
of the Earth. Like a tree, the further out I go, the further down I go, until I 
attract the animal teacher for this healing. All of the animals, insects, 
plants, and minerals respond to this energy channel —a vortex which all 
beings participate in. The only way to have this power is to be in tune 
with all the animal spirits you can feel but have denied. The only way to 
know yourself is to observe these creatures in their truth. A tiger is the 
animal that is called to me, for only a restoration to the girlchild of her 
own eroticism will save her from withdrawal from the love of life. 

There is a great cat out there but I cannot see its shape. This cat is 
vibrating from the location in my energy field which fears 
shapeshifting—fears changing form because my soul might get caught 
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between places. But, at this moment I care more about that violated little 
girl than I care about my identity. I do not care about my identity — my 
feminine sense of self —if such abuse is occurring. Letting my identity go 
enables me to meet with this great totem, a totem by which I have never 
been initiated. I will allow the power of the great cat to gain entrance into 
my being for my teaching. 

Watching me, the tiger is stronger, for ] can see all the other creatures 
but this one. The great cat is filled with power and energy. I can feel him 
prowling around me as my auric field begins to crackle from his presence. 
I hold my space. I stand there as the cat begins to move in closer and 
closer. He walks back and forth, switching his tail and zig-zagging toward 
me, watching to see if I react. I] will not move, so well-trained am I to 
never leave the power center once | have attained it, or the explosion of 
power would pulverize me. 

I see the great tiger now. This is southern England in a period 
between glaciers, and there is a bridge of land to the tropical continent. 
This tiger has come across the land bridge. 

The animal circles around me and | begin to feel his energy as he 
moves into my aura. He is pacing back and forth, never taking his eyes 
off me. To the tiger, I look like a column of white light, with light extend- 
ing all around me, but he cansmell my flesh. There is great radiant power 
in my huge aura, but there is an opening in my field on the right side 
which is causing tingling in my shoulder blade. The tiger gets closer, rises 
slowly on his hind legs, and with one paw, claws my flesh from my right 
shoulder blade all the way down my back and my arm. My flesh burns as 
I bend down on my right knee and fall to the ground in supplication, for I 
recognize that this beast is stronger than I am. 

I am hoping he will just kill me quickly. This is the point when | 
would rather die than go on with the pain. But I was taught never to just 
die, for courage —the totem power of the cat — is the most precious thing 
we have. Without courage, we are heartless. I melt down into Mother 
Earth, in supplication to the great cat, for I was trained by the grand- 
mothers to offer myself as a woman rather than to die. The central core 
issue of survival over pain, the real trust in the ultimate meaning of our 
lives on Earth is women’s survival wisdom. All is simultaneous, and we 
have forgotten about courage in the confusion from the softness of mod- 
ern life. 

I lie on the ground as the cat covers my body and penetrates me. I feel 
warm. For now the cat is gentle, is enjoying himself. | am lying beneath 
his hot and shivering body, becoming the primordial mother, the Earth 
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priestess, allowing myself just to experience and not to judge. My heart 
begins to expand but I go into spasm simultaneously, as if I cannot take 
the tiger power. I go deep within myself to find the central place of pain, 
and I see my abandoned village. I am ready to open myself to the exact 
point when I closed down. I see. . . 

The tigers were the sign of the coming travail. The cats had come to 
my homeland over the land bridge during the warmer weather. Now | 
see... My people left in the fall because of the advancing ice. There had 
been a movement of people leaving our homelands as the cold made our 
villages uninhabitable. My people joined the hordes of refugees. I have 
sunk down into Mother Earth, drawn there for healing. I do that with the 
cat because then he knows that I am seeking the peace of the Earth. He 
knows I am his equal. He is my teacher about Earth. As I have accepted 
his teaching, he responds to me and feels me. The moment is exquisitely 
poignant. 

I know animal energy, a communion known only to people of cour- 
age. Others fear this knowing intensely. The tiger hovers over me, and 
sinks down on his haunches as he penetrates me with his phallus. When 
he was circling me, he was gathering energy for a kill, but now his energy 
is erotic, not violent. I lie there and become totally willing to know him, 
choosing to live, but not because I was taught survival. No, I choose to 
live right now because this is the most intensely erotic moment I have 
ever known. The girlchild is saved from anger that would encrust her 
heart. 

There is a light force in my pelvis, a casement of light around my ova- 
ries which | visualize so that | cannot become pregnant. The tiger is 
shivering and ejaculating as | lie there with my face turned to the side. | 
feel warm and connected. He withdraws and licks me all over my body, 
my genitals, and I have an orgasm which fills my body with energy from 
my shoulders down to my legs. The tiger starts walking away as | turn 
over sideways and go to sleep. The cat walks many circles around me, 
closing the energy as I sleep in the center of my sanctuary, and my animal 
self reemerges into the forest. 


I was shaking from such a revelation of raw honesty. But, what did this ancient 
owl priestess have to do with all the lifetimes when I wore the jaguar skin as a male 
priest? When we wore the skin of the cat, we became the power of the cat, or so we 
thought then. I took a moment to feel the female quality of being with the great cat in the 
central sanctuary, and the experience felt very different from the days as a Jaguar Priest 
wearing the skin. 
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As a Jaguar Priest, | embodied the power of fear over other beings. But as the 
priestess lying on the Earth, I took my fear as myself. I became my greatest fear—letting 
go of my human identity. When this journey began, I requested entry into the records of 
time in order to bring back the story of our freedom by agreeing to look at every lesson I 
myself learned as a male priest. I agreed to reveal what was shown to me in the records, 
to open up all knowledge I had ever given secret oath to, in my quest for a new set of 
symbols and ceremonies for a new age I could not yet envision. I had now given myself 
to my own totem power. I asked the jaguar, the tiger, to carry us forth with the Earth 
blessing from the ancient owl-priestess sanctuary initiation—the sacred bridge between 
the animal and the human soul. 
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BISHOP, EXECUTIONER & 
WHITE KNIGHT 


The jaguar became my companion in the inner forest, for | was going deep into my 
woman heart to shine light into every experience | ever had as male on this planet in 
which I controlled the gates to the central creative force. These were aspects within 
myself which agreed to be quiet when evil was present; the parts of myself which agreed 
that living was easier when I was just being safe and not crying out against injustice; the 
parts of myself which believed that people needed to be controlled, for they did not know 
what was best for themselves. But, I no longer needed refuges of avoidance within 
myself. Adreena had let them all go as she lay sleeping in the dark forest. 

Adreena rose slowly as she felt a new reality around herself. Higher tides caused 
the inundation of the ancient land bridge to the continent where her clan had gone. Her 
lover, the land-locked tiger, would soon freeze. She walked back to the center of her vil- 
lage and began to make ceremony. With cedar and sage, she smoked the remains of her 
ancestors as she spiraled into the center to stand over the stone of the grandmothers. Sur- 
rounding that primordial beginning of life with many branches and twigs, she made a 
pyre. She created a fire and placed the burning coals in a vessel, and then she sat in the 
center above the stone of creation and made Dreamtime. The vision of the owl priestess 
from the days before the recession of the great glacier was now available through the 
veils of time. Adreena speaks: 


| can see four times yet to come in this place. The first time Is the gather- 
ing of clans when the weather makes habitation in this place possible again. | 
see a seer standing where | once sat over the primordial egg of the world. 
She calls for a vision. | enter into her vision-making and break the barriers of 
past and future so this seer can attune to the egg deep within the Earth, to 
know all the ancient stories of this place. She feels her guts turning and her 
heart opening as she receives my force through eons of time. 

This river-tossed granite egg will be the sacred stone of a new clan 


izes 
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founded in 3ll3 BC. Other members of this clan will build a great passage 
grave to pass souls to the East, and thousands of these river-tossed eggs will 
be latticed into the white-quartz eastern facade of the temple. Thousands of 
years later, archaeologists will call this temple Newgrange. These clans come 
from the original homeland—the Basque land—where my people went over 
the land bridge to seek refuge from the advancing ice. They are of the Clan of 
the Great Mother, the Mother who worships the cosmic egg which came 
from the sky. Some of them also come from the place of the passage graves 
of primordial eggs that is over the sea to the West—the Boyne River Valley, 
where a god was found in the spring. These are the people of the ancestors, 
and their visions are accessed in the passage graves. 

Next | see Silbury Hill being built over my egg! This Clan of the Great 
Mother builds seven, circular, layered stages with perpendicular sides out of 
white chalk. Then they cover it with earth, which makes it round like a 
breast. This is the sacred hill of emergence of the birthing goddess. The 
craftsmen construct a great, double, stone circle, signifying the two sides of 
the serpent power. This sanctuary becomes the connector between all 
dimensions, for the Great Mother is the Earth who receives the sky. 

Later in time, | see a church being built in the center of the stone circles. 
It is the parish of Avebury, constructed after the destruction of the pagan 
stones. The baptismal font in the church is placed at the exact intersection of 
the two great stone circles, and the stone altar depicts a bishop stabbing one 
of two serpents with his crozier—his shepherd's rod. But the two serpents 
writhe on top of a row of Holy Grails with torrents of water pouring from 
one receptacle to another. With intense cosmic power, this altar shows that 
the Age of Aquarius will begin in the intersection of the two great circles of 
Avebury at a time when the Water Bearer pours out the pain of humanity 
from the jars of time. That is my fourth vision. 


I come out of my trance and realize that at last the time has come. I 
light the pyre near me, releasing all fear about the future of the Earth. 
The fire leaps. The flames consume my heart, and IJ ask to return to the 
time when the Earth oracles of the Great Mother were stolen by men. 
Like the phoenix rising, | am willing to become any man who ever took 
that power. 


I am Augustine of Hippo, wearing a greenish-grey robe and sitting 
by the right side of the sacred spring. My back is hunched over with my 
chin resting on my right hand. Guardian of the teachings of Christ, am 
contemplating a weighty matter—the contemporary heresies. It has 
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become obvious that Christ is not returning soon, and the people are los- 
ing their religious fervor. I move into the Dreamtime, immersing all my 
energy into the swirling issues of my times. I begin to think of my own 
position in the midst of the doctrinal swill of 396 AD. 

] have just taken over the power to control the meaning of Christ's 
teachings by accepting the mitre of bishop. But, I am still connected to 
the sacred spring, an ancient pagan meditation place which has power 
from when the ancient ones used the waters for healings. I feel that I am 
totally barred from this ancient healing energy because of the role I have 
taken on since my conversion. But this is the only place where I can hear 
the secrets, and know my own inner voice. | feel guilty about returning 
to my source of pagan power, but this connection to the center means the 
most to me. 

As I sit, light forms around me. I try to become the light, but the 
glow dissipates. My power mitre and bishop’s robes abscess as if they are 
leprous. I am recalling truth, and I am torn apart inside as I realize I will 
never return here again. I feel damnably black inside and I want the 
spring to cease to exist. ] want the waters to cease flowing for any life. | 
feel my heart compress, while a black liquid guilt seeps into my soul. 
These times are heavy, and I feel the whole battle within myself. I came 
today to open to the Earth energy for the last time, as I know I am about 
to compromise every feeling I have ever had. There is still a little place in 
my heart where there is room for an emotion that could change me. But 
my new way in the Church is an addiction, a chosen path of comfort 
which helps me stop feeling my own demons within. My role is sharply 
defined and safe. | am 42. I have lived a life of both goodness and evil. | 
know from what I have done in the flesh that people must be controlled, 
or they will be consumed by sin. 

I become the sound of the water once more, and I hear the inner ring- 
ing. Then I explode from within at the thundering sound of the voice. 
“You were offered the secret of liberation that Christ brought to Earth. 
You were initiated into all the deepest secrets so that you could be a liber- 
ator at this dangerous time. Few were ever allowed into the inner circles 
of Manicheanism because the initiate might abuse magical powers which 
would result in annihilation. Bishop Faustus chose you to be the true pro- 
tector of Christos, and now here you have decided to serve the Powers 
and Principalities. You are one of the few who knows the revelation cycle 
of the Good News— the process through which humankind can become 
free of enslavement to the gods. And now you have taken the mitre to 
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contain Christ in the Roman Church, making him into an impotent tool 
of the Imperium.” 

Shaking, I try to remember my primary encounter with Bishop 
Faustus. To be a Manichean required that I master my own powerful sex- 
ual impulses, that I move beyond being controlled by intensely felt 
desires. Since the original cosmological/Earth experience was sexual, 
initiates had to be powerfully motivated by sexual energy. I was selected 
as an initiate because of my brilliance and because | truly loved my own 
mother and my female lover. Once, woman was Goddess to me, but 
then I grew up. What was the experience that made me feel like a lost 
soul? 

I feel a block, a fuzziness above my brain stem, and then I feel a click 
in my head. I can only overcome evil in myself—my own sexual 
obsession — by taking on the power vestment of the Church. This power 
bargain will balance my inner evil which] can never conquer by myself. I 
took the power into my being at my Investment yesterday and ] know 
exactly what the bargain entails. Part of the plan is that I would come 
here today to let go of the sacred spring. The Romans will control me 
now, completely. I lost my soul before I was born, for I was born of 
woman. 

I enter the Dreamtime again as a tiny image of Christ forms across the 
stream from me on the left. The image begins to shine and radiate. The 
figure wears a red robe witha blue-white shining cape over the shoulders 
and down to the ground. His hands are extended out and held in suppli- 
cation as light radiates from them. He grows larger. I do not see the Christ 
but I am aware of a growing light in my own heart. The figure grows into 
an ascended master about ten feet tall. He hovers over the water, which is 
now gold and aquamarine, radiating rays of blue topaz light. I cry out: 

“T must take on the full density of the Earth, of the human incarna- 
tional plane. I take this heaviness. Flesh is the only way to know exis- 
tence. | am getting dense and frozen and heavier, and the Christ light 
diminishes. I see what happened at my initiation! I was shown the waters 
of Aquarius, the radiant, golden and topaz, aquamarine spring of life. In 
this massive, mandalic vision, I see that, in the age to come, people will 
free themselves from every control dynamic that I am about to set into 
form in my time. I sacrificed my own free will and higher self when I 
agreed to play my role in the Church. I stopped experiencing things mys- 
tical and magical in order to be in the center of earthly power and 
SUCCESS. 
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“IT know that by taking this power I am setting up a personal battle 
against Earth energy. That is why I know exactly what steps to take in 
order to be sure no one ever understands what the Messiah wrought. I 
am a chosen pawn in the conspiracy to hide the emergence of a new 
order brought by Christos—the gift from God, who became human in 
order to free us all. But the time is too soon for people to know freedom, 
for people will sin if they find out that God no longer judges them. Bet- 
ter to have such news controlled by theologians who will release the 
truth when people are ready. That control is exactly what Christ came to 
announce as being released. I know this from the secret Testimony Book, 
which is carefully guarded by the Manicheans since Rome has destroyed 
as many Hebrew sources as possible. But, personally, I know people need 
to be controlled because they are naturally pagan, especially women. If 
people are not protected by priests, then evil oozes out of them just like it 
oozed out of me when ! was young. But as for how | feel becoming 
Bishop, this entrance into Rome feels like ] am separating from my soul?” 

I am still sitting on the right side of the stream with my chin in my 
right hand, hunched over. A beautiful, lavender hibiscus flower, nestled 
in greenery with radiant light around the bloom, appears in front of me. | 
am depressed, feeling like I will cease to exist, but | watch the flower 
transform into a ball of white light which then pops into me! The radia- 
tion is a spinning seed of essence which pops into my third eye and lights 
this chakra and my throat. This seed makes me into a great writer, makes 
me able to tell the amazing story of my times. A time will come when 
my story will be read again and my self-sacrifice will be known. I am a 
true pagan, for | have a woman within me who will rage through all the 
lies that have been put into form by my obsessive need to hold my 
intensely sexual power inside. She— goddess of the night—will cause 
rage around all my oppressive dogma until that anger causes a tidal wave 
of prophecy by a fox in priestly robes. 


My Faustian pacts from my separated self can now be seen in a new light, 
for my own struggle with my internal demons will someday offer the human 
race the revelation that evil exists only in the mind of humanity. 

Making such pacts captures the light force in time, but the light energy !s 
never destroyed. Such pacts—agreements with some power to rob others 
of their own experience—are holograms that will be liberated when the indi- 
viduals holding the agreements get tired of the game and let go. In individuals, 
such pacts utilize the power of the will for extension of the ego into extreme 
desire to influence events on Earth. Such pacts are faithlessness, for the 
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essential lack of trust removes our energy from the greater process which 
simply flows, no matter what humans do. Such pacts create mental forms— 
idea complexes which suck people into roles instead of letting them live— 
but spiritual freedom exists outside of time and place in the cosmos. To use 
free will in this way is to become the anti-Christ, and all humans have played 
the role of anti-Christ. Now that the flower of Jesse has risen from the 
root—Christos—| will release my hibiscus vision to relate what | did fifteen 
hundred years ago to bind humanity in chains until now. | am the Father of 
the Church, and when | received the mitre, the heavens opened above my 
head in the Church and a chorus of voices intoned to me: 

“If you take this mitre, you accept the helmet of protection and salva- 
tion, the two horns of which represent the two horns of the Old and New 
Testament. You will be servant of Yahweh and the Lord, and a terror to the 
enemies of truth. There is one God in the universe and all evil in the world is 
caused by the power of the Devil. Each human must fight the demons within 
the soul. God Is perfect, his plan is perfect, and the Church is the manifestor 
of the plan of God. You will destroy all vestiges of the Manichean heresy, all 
traces of past cosmological dualism in all the sources. The Roman Empire is 
united with the Catholic Church, so that God will be honored on Earth. 
Henceforth, the struggle between good and evil will inhabit the human mind, 
and the inner conflict will be called original sin. When carrying out your 
offices, you are the dispenser of God’s grace. Unlike unconsecretated 
humans, you are above the original sin of Adam and Eve. For you are celibate 
and not tempted by the evil serpent.’ 

In my writings after being made Bishop of Hippo, | wrote many treatises 
against the heretics. | made sure their writings were burned, and | arranged 
to have the Testimony Book placed in the Vatican Library, which caused the 
downfall of the Manicheans. Now | move forward to a time in my life when 
the Empire protecting the Church of God was destroyed before my very 
eyes 


I have been living in Rome for ten years, since 400 AD, and the 
heresy I have been fighting is a doctrine which does not comprehend the 
depths of human sin—the teachings of Pelagius. Rome, with all its weak- 
nesses caused by the pagans, is a Christian society preparing for the 
return of Christ. But, for ten years, Rome has been constantly threatened 
by the Visigoths. Under Alaric, their armies arrived in the late summer of 
410, the Salarian Gate was opened, and Rome, the bastion of civilization, 
was sacked. A shudder of mindless fear went through my mind as the 
State—the foundation of my belief system—collapsed in a frenzy of 


Bishop, Executioner & White Knight / 129 


rape, pillage, and murder. The union of God and humanity was 
shattered. 

The chaos is incurable! There can be no Church of God and Christ in 
a world totally infested with sin. I will drive the fear of evil into the heart 
of Christianity like the soldiers drove nails into the feet and hands of 
Christ. There cannot be any free will in a world such as I have seen. 
Adams sin twisted humanity forever. Since the Fall, we have lost our 
freedom, and only by being given baptism and grace in the Church can 
we be servants of God and freed of sin. That is my conclusion, and the 
dogma of the Catholic Church will be founded upon my doctrine: origi- 
nal sin. But this knowledge is an anger in me that even I cannot carry any- 
more. I return to the lifetime that is the root cause of my loss of freedom 
to the most insidious demon ever created by humankind— judgment. 


I] am standing on a high garrison wall around Jerusalem. Akra, the 
ghetto of the Jewish agitators, is within the wall. | stare to the East over 
the Valley of Kedron, holding a banner of Caesar and watching a crowd 
of people approaching the gate by the Pool of Siloam. There has been 
agitation in the city for weeks, and I stand here with guards because we 
have heard that Jesus the Nazarean is coming into the city to claim his vic- 
tory. He is the Messiah of the Jews, while I hold the power of the 
Imperium. Caesar is God. The people approaching the East Gate wear 
clothes of many colors, and a man in a white robe walks in front of them 
carrying a shepherds’s crook. As I stare at the scene | begin to feel very 
odd. At first I am dizzy in my forehead, then my body tingles, and I feel 
strange wind blowing through my body. 

Enough! I cease staring at the strange figure who is becoming translu- 
cent. But even my mind won't leave me alone. For months I have been 
prey to taking strange actions that I did not understand, but suddenly my 
mind plays the meaning of my actions through me. I receive a revelation! 
I have been guided for months by an unseen directive from another 
dimension. 

I had placed symbols of the solar disk in the Tower of Antonia that 
were inscribed with “Divi Filius,” meaning that Caesar is the Son of God. 
The great star of the gods will be returning in 44 AD. It is now 29 AD, 
and the Jews would be better off if they would just recognize that Caesar 
is divine. I see that I was directed by the returning celestial body to estab- 
lish the solar disk in the tower. Caesar declared himself divine when the 
gods landed on Earth in 6 BC. Jews and Romans alike know that the Last 
Times will culminate in 44 AD. The Hebrew prophet, Enoch, saw the 
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Son of Man appearing in the Last Times. I placed the solar disk in the 
Antonia to avoid chaos, destruction, and jealousy of the gods, which 
would cause them to take vengeance on innocent poeple. | am Roman, 
but I have learned much about the ancient times from the Hebrew and 
Mithric scholars. According to the Torah, God punished the people for 
not obeying God above all others during the time of Moses. It is my job 
to keep order in Jerusalem, and I placated the avenging gods to protect 
the people. Now I realize that this Messiah is able to enter the Holy City 
because the Jews forced me to remove the solar disk from the tower! 
What does this mean to me? 

I had built a new aqueduct under the city to channel the waters under 
the Dome of the Rock, for it had been empowered as Zion under David. 
Now I see that I caused the Earth spirit to course under the Holy of Holies. 
I requisitioned funds from the temple which the Pharisees gave to me 
willingly. The money to pay for the aqueduct came from funds that were 
to be used to buy sacrificial animals for Passover. The High Priest, 
Caiaphas, who gave me the money, realized that my watercourse symbo- 
lized the end of sacrifice, when their Messiah would receive the water 
jar. But Galilean Jews rioted against me even though I created exactly 
what they had prophesied. I killed many of them, and now their Messiah 
is coming up the path right over the aqueduct. The Earth power of the 
Dome has drawn this Messiah, and the temple rings with power as in the 
ancient days. 

Three days before this day, the Galilean rebels fomented revolution 
and took control of the Tower of Siloam, which I see from where I stand. 
It was burned out by the bloody fools. Now this foolish King of the Jews 
approaches the gate right beneath Siloam Tower. Every time I look at 
him, I swoon. I feel the great Dome of the Rock vibrating as the ancient 
city swirls into a vortex. | observe his energy as I find myself becoming 
fascinated. The mobs have been so angry lately, but this one is joyous. 

He approaches the gates of the city and my body begins to vibrate 
with an inner sound, as if my cells are singing! I am Pontius Pilate, and I 
am being swept into the path of this Jesus the Nazarean as if I have simply 
manifested for his dream! I combine my energy with his energy and the 
gates of the city rise! I have absolutely no control over myself! And I am 
the leader of the Roman Legions! I opened that gate as if the great star 
which is returning from its journey around the Sun ordered my action. | 
am not here in Jerusalem: I am in the Sun. 

I am about 150 feet away from him as he passes by the Pool of 
Siloam and approaches the main square of Akra below the wall where | 
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stand. His eyes meet mine and then he looks around himself. He is 
searching for something. In my mind, I see that he needs to ride an ass for 
his entrance into the city. He thinks about riding the donkey, and | mani- 
fest adonkey! A woman emerges out of a portal between two houses on 
the plaza, bringing a donkey to him. The donkey is covered with a bright 
blue blanket studded with stars—the Robe of Atlantis. This is a magical 
donkey, and I shiver as I bilocate to the Sun. I am seeing the Earthly scene 
through a rainbow, as if I am the Lord of Spirits. I see that the man in 
white is Son of Man—he who will cast down the kings and priests; he 
who will be teacher to the children of the gods. He is the one who will 
free me from the grip of my warrior within. He is the tree and the vine, 
the branch of David who is the flower of Jesse. This holy man is totally 
present in Jerusalem, in the Sun, and in the heart of the supreme Creator. 
At this moment, Jesus is beyond being a Jew or of the line of David. He is 
the Messiah of the world. As I am on the Sun, seeing the Earth through a 
rainbow, he is flying over Teotihuacan, where the Pleiades are rising 
above the Pyramid of the Sun. He is both shepherd and stone as he holds 
his crook and rests on the Earth in the Holy City. The great Dome emits a 
low tone as it absorbs the new order. The grounding of the Messiah 
above the stone is the end of all secrets. I stand on the fortified wall as he 
walks toward the woman holding the ass of the ancient kingdom, and I 
become transfixed as the Sun begins to spin. No one seems to see it down 
below. He climbs on the donkey, rides the beast of burden down the 
street, and I climb down from the wall and go to my headquarters. 

My headquarters are well furnished. The ceiling is 25 feet tall and 
the room is a large hallway. I unstrap the armor covering me from my 
waist to my thighs, and remove my helmet. Then I remove my shoulder 
coverings by unbuckling them on my chest where they are fastened to a 
metal guard plate, and put all the armor in a pile behind my desk. I sit at 
my large carved desk and fall deeply into a state of meditation. I ask the 
star that is returning to Earth from the Sun what | am supposed to do. 

I am to guard the peace of Jerusalem during the time that Jesus is in 
the Holy City. As I meditate, an egg-form manifests in my hands! It is a 
diaphanous form which contains all there is to understand about his 
appearance. | will respond to events and be conscious of all their mean- 
ing. I will get whatever knowledge I require, for each person who knows 
him will return at the time of the Apotheosis to demand acceptance of 
his gift by the world. I can draw strength from my knowledge as I cope 
with whatever emotional difficulties are presented. | am to maintain an 
orderly structure in the city so that events are fully implanted in the con- 
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sciousness of the Earth. It is time to recognize the roles that all people will 
play in the drama. All players are to act out these roles in the highest pos- 
sible awareness. The egg is a very complicated, multifaceted hologram 
which I understand by means of specifics. Who are the various groups 
present for the cosmic play? Who are the people with Jesus who resist 
him or falsify him? The story of Jesus has been mysteriously tenacious 
even though most of the real contents were hidden by the fanatical 
destruction of original sources. A phylogenetic reprinting occurred 
when Christ incarnated which involved the birth of a new cosmos. This 
created resistance and confusion, which would gradually dissipate over 
another two thousand years. My role is to create maximum order in the 
Holy City so that a mystery play can occur which offers maximum 
awareness for all participants. I am fixing the energy — grounding it into 
the rocks and water—so that it takes hold at the deepest level of con- 
sciousness. I have no choice about the course of these events. 

This teacher is fully human—no more and no less than any human. 
He does not know what will happen to him yet, for what happens will be 
the result of the combined actions of all players involved. If he could see 
the future, he might choose otherwise, but he chooses to be the Suffering 
Servant regardless of the consequences. He has no judgment or desire 
about the outcome, so he causes the shift into the new order. This is the 
teaching called the death of the Son; it is the penultimate initiation. As 
Pontius Pilate, | move myself into the feelings of Christos. 


He thinks there is a point at which he can check out of it, a point at which 
he can ascend back to his Father. He does not yet know, as he enters the city, 
that he is to play out a complete karmic experience—the only way to 
become fully human. He doesn't understand this divine infusion into matter. 
No one does, as an Incarnation has never happened before. It is the first co- 
creation, a christogenesis. The knowledge of all beings, from master to frog, 
comes from experience. The opportunity to participate in this drama, 
whether one is Judas or Mary Magdalene, is the first time we know divinity in 
our bodies. 

Since Christos is fully human, he doesnt really know what Is going to 
happen. He has the idea that he can just cut out of this anytime he needs to. 
He has not yet developed his magical skills well enough to be able to extri- 
cate himself. The human involutionary force will overtake him, and he won't 
be able to escape death. He could have developed magical skill to the point 
where he could ascend instead of getting stuck on the cross. But at this point 
in history, the manifested teaching is for him to get caught. People need to 
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entertain the possibility that even a god is fully human, and that is why many 
Hebrews have concluded that he is not the Messiah. Their Messiah has to be 
a Chosen One of the Elect, who is greater than human. However, the teach- 
ing of this time is for as many people as possible to see that total acceptance 
of humanity is needed before any ascension is possible. The Christians deify 
him and refuse to integrate his humanity—which is what he values the most. 
Thus, they idolize Mammon—Rome. Our personal ascensions will not occur 
until we end separation from our own divinity and all creatures. 

He ascends later, as we know. Like Enoch and Elijah, he walks with God. 
He explicitly says we can all walk with God. But the thought-form that is 
impressed on humanity for two thousand years is the cross—symbolizing the 
full entrance into the Earth on the four directions. The form of Christos— 
perfect love—was fully implanted in 0 AD. The ascension—multidimensional 
access—will occur when we all integrate the opposite gender of ourselves. 
There is one person who understands Christos better than he understands 
himself—Mary Magdalene—and Jesus has told his disciples that she is wiser 
than he. She is the mirror of God and he has seen her. She has not given the 
gift he gives, for she cannot. Her gift is not to be accepted yet! All men who 
become priests from this moment forward are priests of Peter, the one who 
rejected the woman Christos loved above all others. A woman cannot gift 
the world in these times. The Second Coming will manifest when a woman 
offers the gift of the vine. 


I, Pontius Pilate, sit at my desk and continue to marvel at the cosmic 
egg handed to me. I am a brave man. The one who understands the 
whole form is selected by history to be the executioner. The facets of this 
egg are truly exquisite. | also see that the Second Coming will not mani- 
fest until we see that there is no executioner—we all kill together. Tre- 
mendous energy modulaton is going on in me as this is the exact moment 
when the Age of Aries shifts into the Age of Pisces. I see that I restored 
the geomantic powers of Jerusalem by causing the waters to flow in the 
ancient course. Like a salmon, I offer my staff to the fish who swims up 
all streams until ] return to lay my seed at the end of time. For me to com- 
prehend the enormity of my role in this drama—I/warrior who now 
transmutes to pregnant fish—I am given a vision into the way creation 
functions, putting me on the level of God. I can see the waters flowing 
beneath the ancient city of the goddess. I see them flow into the Pool of 
Siloam where I have spilled the blood of the people. I can even see that, 
while Jesus is celebrating the Last Supper and transmuting the grape to 
his blood, I will be in the temple, slaying Jews who are sacrificing the 
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lambs for Passover. I see that the water jar brought to Christos as a sign 
that his time is complete actually contains the blood of his followers 
spilled by me. At this entry point into the Age of Pisces, let no person on 
Earth say that he or she does not see. You can only say that you have 
decided it is not your time yet. 

I feel trapped. I want to escape it. | want to escape playing out this 
role. I know how agonizing it will be. But I accept the role I have chosen 
because I will hold in time the secret revelation of Jesus. Since I am the 
executioner, I will be the one vilified by the Christians and the Jews. A 
time will come when people will take on their own responsibility for the 
pain on this planet, and I will emerge as a follower of Christ. My wife is 
already down in the streets with those who follow Jesus. I did not know 
who I was until I stood up on that wall and saw him coming. | did not 
have feelings until that moment when my heart opened as I saw his eyes. 
Suddenly, everything I had ever known on Earth catalyzed into a mag- 
nificent story, a form like this etheric egg given to me. As face my truth, 
nothing in my heart wishes I were elsewhere. When I saw him, a higher 
dimension of myself was able to come into my form—my soul was 
entered into me. The presence of my soul will facilitate my understand- 
ing of the complexity of balancing the city as this cosmic reordering 
occurs. I will shepherd the people and no sheep of mine will know | 
guard them. My soul will give me the exquisite freedom of having no 
one know what I am doing except my wife and Christos. I will protect 
the people who all think it is the Last Days. I comprehend that it is the 
new seed. This remarkable facet of myself is something that I do not fully 
understand, but will allow to unfold through time. The reason I am able 
to be this way comes from my visit to the dungeon. 

I stand in front of the cell door, peering through the grate. Jesus is 
inside on his knees, praying, as the late afternoon light falls on his face. | 
have come to make a personal connection with him. As I enter, I notice 
that the light I am seeing is emanating from within Him. There is no 
other light. I shut the door behind myself. I feel humble; I am a soldier. | 
wonder what he thinks of me. | begin: 

“Master, there is little time left. What are we to do with the time that 
you do have left?” 

He gives me many instructions about protecting his family, his fol- 
lowers, and the innocent. He tells me that if I do this, I will be punished 
and returned to Rome. When he is finished, he puts his three middle 
fingers on his forehead while he looks into my eyes. I feel a subtle reor- 
ganization in my skull as grey miasmic forms move out. A circle of light 
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is created and I become one with him in the midst of it. This is what he 
has done with many people. There is a new receptor point in my head 
that changes me as the whole planet shifts into a new form. It is very dif- 
ficult for me because I have taken the role as executioner. Before this 
entry into the circle of light, I felt nothing about my actions. I am being 
forgiven by him as I simultaneously absorb all the pain I have caused 
others. He says: 

“My heart absorbs all of you as if you are a new baby within my own 
body, and I give birth to you so that we may know one another.’ 

I absorb the peace, the absolute love of everything that I have ever 
been. He allows me to fully enter into this experience by helping me 
accept myself just as I an—a Roman soldier. I emerge as if from his 
body —the Mystical Body of Christ —and he says: 

“Pontius Pilate, do you know who you are?” 

I do not understand. 

“You are all that has ever occurred. Specifically, you were born as a 
demi-god because your mother and father seeded you when the teachers 
from the Star of Bethlehem—called Marduk by the Babylonians— 
visited Earth. You were seeded when I was seeded, but my stellar essence 
is Pleiadean because my time has arrived. Many were seeded as the Star 
of Bethlehem rose, but they were murdered when they were two years 
old because Herod knew | existed. You and many others survived 
because you lived elsewhere. As you matured, the Roman Empire 
selected you as governor of Judea because they utilized the talents of as 
many demi-gods as possible to add power to the Imperium. If they could 
enlist most of you, then, when they announced they were divine, your 
loyal support was guaranteed. In your heart, you know they would have 
killed you as an infant. If they could have, they would have killed me. 
You and | share the deepest bond of all. We are ready to forgive the mur- 
derous father and free him from his prison of responsibility. You are 
undertaking the ultimate initiation—to act out the role of the execu- 
tioner of the Son of God. Because you have chosen this initiation, I will 
return first to you when the release comes, during the exquisite joy at the 
End Times when all blame is ended. I will be there in the temples, which 
have allowed my blood to spill into this exquisite Earth, so that the fruit 
of the vine can eternally regenerate life for my Father. You are the demi- 
god who undertakes the ultimate sacrifice. When I am crucified, my 
ascension to my home guarantees free will on Earth. That is when I 
become the Messiah. The stellar bodies of all Earthlings will begin to 
take form in their physical bodies. Your initiation as my blood brother 
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guarantees that there will be no one crucified or victimized by any execu- 
tioner when | emerge in the heart. You are the Lion of Judah who lies 
down with the lamb, as foretold by Isaiah.’ 


The visions of the lives of St. Augustine and Pontius Pilate did not feel like my 
own past lives when they came. As I allowed myself to feel the angst in the soul of 
Augustine and the agony in the life of Pilate, 1 felt that these visions were being given to 
me so that I could heal the inner father—the one who blames and accuses, the one who 
says “I can't.” These visions would not have come to me unless I shared some of the 
issues and experiences which I accessed. I then asked to return to a lifetime in which my 
unhealed inner father had caused me to intimidate and torture others, and I asked to 
heal it. 


This is the eighteenth dynasty in Egypt. It is 1420 BC. We are the 
people from the North, and we want to leave Egypt. Ichor, High Priest of 
Osiris, agent of Pharaoh Amenhotep II, is standing on a rise above our 
guarded camp of prisoners, staring at me. | am caged behind a wooden 
fence made of crossed pieces, staring at Ichor with hatred. We are being 
held in this compound until the Egyptians decide what to do with us. We 
came down into Egypt before I was born, when there was famine all over 
the world. The Egyptians had stored grain from seven years of great har- 
vest while the lands north and east had had no rain for many years. There 
had been great volcanic eruptions in the sea near the Cretans, and there 
had been too much rain in Egypt while other places had been too dry. 
The sun had been almost totally blocked for a few years, and the evening 
skies had been blood red from the volcanic ash of Thera. I want to know 
what this Egyptian will do to me, and I enter his mind. He is thinking: 

Some of these people come from the far north in Thrace; some of 
them are Hittites. The Hittites say they were pushed out of their land by 
people to the north of them, the Axiochorion, an ancient race who come 
from the steppes north of Thrace. These people are Hibiru and they 
came to Egypt saying the weather was too cold for them to grow food in 
their fields. We gave them sanctuary, but the new arrivals had to work in 
the mines in Syria and they are restless. The refugees want to live like 
nomads in the land of the pharaoh, which was how they lived in their 
own land. We must control them, or the pharaonic line of divine kings 
could be disrupted. The pharaohs came to planet Earth to stabilize the 
solar system. 

That man is staring at me with hatred as I look into his right red eye. 
The soldiers say he is dangerous because he was once instructed in the 
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temple. He is called Mosheh and he was a favorite of the pharaoh. That 
was before my time, for I am only 23. I suck my power into my solar 
plexus and stare back at him, but his red eye sears into my throat. He can 
read my mind and I feel his rage clutching me around my throat. This 
Hibiru hates me and judges me because | am high priest of the dynasty of 
Amenhotep II. 

As he continues to stare at me, I charge my powerful electrical form 
as I look back into his eyes. I raise my right hand—I need no staff. I put 
my left foot forward rigidly and ] ZAP him! I have been expertly trained 
to pull magnetic energy into my feet, suck the force up my legs, build the 
strength in my spine while drawing white light into my head, and shoot 
the energy down to my root chakra, holding the power in my electrical 
body with my breath. Then I ZAP the arc from the Earth out of my right 
hand, for the man behind this wooden fence is the mirror of my male 
self. We are male priestly brothers. I wear the single crown of Egypt 
because I am the son of Thutmosis, and suddenly my crown bursts open 
and emits a blue egg! 

I become a composite being because I have been taught to change 
form, to access my reptilian self when I am threatened by male aggres- 
sion. I strip myself of my human overlay by delivering my egg-form 
from within, for the real truth about me in relation to this worthy oppo- 
nent lies with my snake self. 

Next I become a mouse, and he turns into a great big lizard! I crawl 
away to a nearby woodpile as I watch him. He has shown me what he 
thinks I am, and only a fool does that. He is a great, big, bright lizard who 
keeps on changing into different kinds of lizards. Hiding in the woodpile, 
I begin to tremble as he moves the wood about and his lizard snout 
probes my hiding place. I feel his hot breath as he nuzzles in. Iam running 
around frantically in the pile as his huge nose pushes on the wood. He 
smashes through, grabs me in his right claw, squeezes me until my bones 
crack, and eats me by biting my head off! He is very pleased. 

I flash back to my position above the compound after I have run 
through these scenes from my phylogenetic memory bank. Now I move 
my awarenesss into the man with the red eye called Mosheh. He stares at 
my golden being, my powerful being standing above him wearing the 
green snakeskin priest form and the skin of the jaguar. My legs are like 
the trunks of massive trees, and my garments are shining in the sun, 
encased in radiant, green, fish scales. My cape and chest shine like silver 
moonlight. He says, “I hate the Egyptians! This one is like an animal 
god!” My energized right hand is on the wooden fence. 
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I shift into the experience of Mosheh and stare at the Egyptian as he 
becomes more golden, more light-filled. He raises his right hand and 
points a finger at me! Radiant electricity arcs towards me like cosmic 
lightning, causing an explosion in my neurological pathways. The arc 
explodes all the cells in my solar plexus and encodes my cells with a 
desire for him that creates karma between us. The nerves in my solar 
plexus are exploding as radiant light: purple light is shining into my form. 
I am blown out of space and time by this being because our connection is 
between our male selves, as if woman never existed. He is surging energy 
into my form. This priest, Ichor, projected a ray and struck me with a 
powerful force. What is it? 


| projected kundalini energy into him. Challenged by his ability to kill me 
in the animal dimension, | zapped him with an overdose of electrical energy 
which would carry through time in his etheric body. That meant that | could 
always identify this killer later in time. For him, the action meant that he 
would gain great powers if he could escape from the land of Egypt. But in the 
geomantic zone of Egypt, he would be powerless. That is why his people 
hate Egypt. This pure electrical power can be drawn from the Earth only in 
geomantic zones that have obelisks standing on key vortex points. The phar- 
aoh, who was all-knowing, saw what | did and was deeply saddened. Once a 
worthy opponent, always a worthy opponent, until the time comes when 
the lion lies with the lamb. The lion is Egypt and the lamb Is Israel. 

The pharaoh knew | would have karma with this man from this point for- 
ward unless one or both of us found our suppressed feminine side of being. 
The energy | zapped into the etheric body of Mosheh would make him prone 
to sexual difficulties with women, which would cause him to gravitate to celi- 
bate male priesthoods. Someday, a solution would have to be found that 
would heal the hatred between Egypt and the people of Mosheh—the 
hatred between the oppressor and the oppressed. 

As Ichor, | projected into Mosheh the force of overpowering and 
unbalanced electrical energy. | had learned how to do this from the Egyptian 
magical training techniques which developed in the Eighteenth Dynasty when 
male secret societies made inroads into conventional religion. Thus began 
the recent curse of male priesthoods and secret societies, an insidious lack of 
integration with the feminine. The imbalance began when we discovered 
that we could use sexual power over people when we violated the energy 
from the female source. Before sexual energy could return to balance with 
the female waveform in Egypt, the energy form was carried out of Egypt into 
the Holy Land and used as a new and very poorly understood control tech- 
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nique. The patriarchy condemned the female fertility cults in the Holy Land 
and destroyed the sacred sites of the Mother Goddess. The female wave- 
form must be reintegrated into sacred technology or neither male nor 
female will ever be at peace again. 


I stand on one side of the wooden crossed fence and begin radiating 
golden light as Mosheh stares at me. I walk close to the fence on which 
he placed his right hand before he became a lizard and ate me alive. I put 
my hand on his hand. He cringes and draws back slightly, becoming a 
balanced and untroubled young form of himself. He looks at me and a 
knowing passes between us. We are caught in time, in history. We move 
back to the time when we were essence together, before creation began. I 
see golden rings with seeds clinging to them, and then I see that he and I 
were created together. There are others around us who began an Earth 
drama then. We were created before time to come to this planet to serve 
experience. | immerse myself intently into the golden seed rings from 
before the beginning, and I let go of every attachment I ever had to a 
beginning or a time. 

I choose to exist only in the rings, with the seeds, to dance the his- 
tory dance until the lessons we need to learn about the people we love 
are complete. I return to that vibration before matter took form—the 
emptiness that is shared divinity. I see that this is another being who has 
not yet made peace with the father, and who is a destroyer of Earth, the 
Goddess. I choose to rejoin the anima and animus, and by that choice, | 
am catapulted into feminine form from the beginning of time, to return 
throughout history whenever that powerful molder of history —my 
male mirror—returns to Earth. | return with that soul until we make 
peace. When I can finally attain the knowing in my heart that he is no 
different from me, then I will have the love to offer him his release from 
our self-created cage, a cage labeled Chosen People. 

Hurry! Hurry! There is so little time. I return to a time when | tried to 
make peace again. 


Now | ama fish. | am an ancient fish emerging out of a coral reef cave. My 
fishfeel is heavy, like a lumbering roll that is balanced in the water. | am all grey, 
and | like to rest in place while only my eyes roll. | carry all the weight of the 
Piscean Age. Even the water | exist in is heavy. My fins are in the current, feel- 
ing what is going on, and my eyes are always watching in the water. | will not 
be going back into the cave. | feel energy in my heart and throat. 

Emerging from the rock like a plug that is pushed out through a hole, | 
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see that there are other fish like me in other holes who are also emerging. 
We are all energy together, those of us that are emerging, that is. We must 
be careful not to get eaten by bigger fish or by the octopi out there. We are 
rolling and lumbering, like we are coming out of a deep, deep sleep. | sense 
that this scene Is an ending, as the primordial crustaceans were an ending. As 
we move out, my third eye begins to hurt. 

Ah! | see a king wearing a red robe and riding on a white horse—a Cru- 
sader. Ah! The man on the white horse Is the old White Knight, the mighty 
warrior force of the male world. My third eye really hurts from seeing this 
repeat, cycle after cycle. Men control the center, everyone knows that, but 
what to do about it? Now the Crusader’s sword penetrates my third eye, as if 
the sword of destiny Is piercing my center brain. He stabs me in my pineal 
gland. 

The spear turns to silver, liquid mercury as the point drives deep into my 
brain. There cannot be any contact between that sword and my brain, so the 
blade goes deeply in and my brain separates. | feel like there is some big 
secret that does not want to be told, ever. The secret is contained in all the 
pacts in blood which the White Knight has ever made, and the image | see is a 
red, red rose which wilts. 

The rose shrinks into a circle of guardian beings, a coven of thirteen 
witches who are continually killed by the White Knights. We are together in a 
circle, agreeing to protect each other by going into the Earth as a group. We 
make this decision because of the Sacred Blood—Ichor. But this action is 
negative because we act out of fear, out of a habit of giving in to the forces of 
the White Knight. We abdicate, and the message goes out into the world 
that the White Knight is a “good” energy, a crusader, a protector against evil. 
Again, the contest is between my oppressor self and my oppressed self. 

As a witch, | want to know about my own choice to go underground! 
The rose with white light is exploding as | see some green Masons. So | just 
float, and my feet go straight up! The trouble is, all we have known is a world 
controlled by males. It is just like the eternal confusion caused by thinking of 
ourselves as sinful instead of a blessing to Earth—we started our thinking in 
the wrong place! 

| have knocked twice on a door that goes right into my third eye. The 
third knock is into the quartz crystal essence of my blood, and | am exploded 
with white light. | get in the pineal gland, the most hidden place on the 
planet, the central point of emergence. It is the inner room where our stellar 
selves meet with our Earth selves. | do not look back, and | expand into the 
blackness within. 

The door is opening. | see a womb, and a tiny baby inside the womb, the 


Bishop, Executioner & White Knight / 141 


deep and protected place within. | knock three times, hearing a loud, 
resonating knock in return. | see a time wheel that looks like old clock gears 
which are turning, and | know that this means | am ready to let go of the last 
three or four thousand years of male control. | am just too tired to go on 
with the patriarchy anymore. | cannot turn the wheel once more. We 
needed all that time, but | cannot go around the wheel again. The fish! They 
are vibrating! 

| go back to the coral reef with all of us fishes half in and half out of our 
rocks, before the White Knight came charging along. Why, he needs to get off 
his horse and quit acting like he is doing deeds for us! He was the healer of so 
many, the architect of our opportunity, but now he needs to heal himself! His 
plan will not work if he just goes charging along, doing all that great stuff. He is 
so driven all the time to move quickly forward and not to look down at who 
he is riding right by—himself. He needs to get off his horse. He needs to 
know that there is no worry now. We are feeding the sacred places again. 
We are exposing all the old pacts and secrets, for they only existed in time. 

We begin to swim out and enter the channel, and we instantly realize 
why we were chosen to be here in the first place! We begin to play, two by 
two, one on top and the other below, and then we swirl madly around in a 
circle as if we are the Moon spinning. There are not three of us, there are not 
two of us—no trinity or duality. We are together; we are the motion of spin- 
ning in time which is beyond annihilation. You do not have to fear your iden- 
tity, your survival, your reason for coming into form. We, the fishes of Pisces, 
pass you on now to a resting place, a heaven where you are beyond the 
abyss, and everyone and everything that you thought was your abuser 
becomes your guide. 
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We are on the threshold of a fusion of the Earth with the stellar self—the part 
of ourselves that is cosmic. This rainbow bridge is a critical leap. It is a fusion that is 
the chirotic point, the moment when God and Earth are united into a magnificent 
column of white light. Do not look back! Do not grab for a rope! Do not reach out for 
your addiction one more time! This is the edge of the abyss to the divine flight of know- 
ing evil in the midst of the search for true goodness. This leap stupifies the demon— 
your own sense of limitation. 

The first step over the bridge to the other dimensions is development of a divination 
skill, a tool to enable you to lose yourself in the present moment—the gateway to 
infinity. For some, this divination skill involves the practice of attuning to the synchro- 
nicity plane by carefully observing events around themselves which reflect their inner 
selves. For others, divination is the practice of being in touch with the macrocosm/micro- 
cosm by means of astrology, regular ceremony, or tarot. We escape the limitations of 
third-dimensional time and space by means of astute observation of the links between 
times, places, symbols, feelings, relationships, and species. Then we are prepared to 
know symbiosis with the divine, with all that is. 

What holds us back is that we actually know how powerful symbols are, and how 
great we really are. We are afraid that getting bigger will separate us from a life we have 
always known. But we have reached that magnificent and dangerous time when we 
have manifested our own inner power outside of ourselves—as nuclear fission. Now 
we will have to choose to expand, or we will collapse in on ourselves like a black hole, 
like entry into negative space/time. We can actually remember that we are able to access 
power by means of non-rational divination skills. Cosmic creativity, and the acquist- 
tion of dimensional magical skills, will characterize the next age. 

It was the point of realizing this for myself that I was absolutely ready to be truth- 
ful with myself: I have been in the midst of a holding pattern ever since I recalled the 
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Vision of Isaiah in the Temple of Solomon, an experience which was published in Eye 
of the Centaur in 1986. 

I do not believe that I was Isaiah or any of the other beings in my creative writing. 
If I were, I would be required to believe that I have some literal connection to my 
archetypal memory bank. In fact, I know very well that my only literal existence is my 
life at the present time. If I were to say that I was Isaiah, then I would also have to be 
St. Augustine, the Mayan at Tikal, or the paleolithic owl priestess who took on the 
tiger as her lover. But it is true that, when I have accessed any archetype from my inner 
self, the archetype has challenged me to integrate its numinous and wholistic form. 

When I accessed the prophet Isaiah, I began a crisis of consciousness which I have 
only recently resolved. The power in the prophets body was stupendous, and my physi- 
cal body had to change to hold such energy and not become ill. Many theologians 
believe that Isaiah announced the coming of Christ. Yet the Jews as a body did not 
declare that Christ was the Messiah. The integration of Isaiah with my present self 
puts me right into the center of the Christian-Judaic conflict. I do not believe that the 
Jews are the ones who missed the Big Event—the insidious result of Christian projec- 
tion on the sacred Hebrew scriptures. I welcomed looking at the heart of this two- 
millenial conflict with my own vision. More challenging from the perspective of my 
own Christian background, Isaiah was the crier against the evil empire of his times. I 
knew that the main reason I accessed this great prophet was that it was my time to mant- 
fest a prophetic role in my own life. Otherwise, I would not have been gifted with such a 
magnificent vision of this great man in turmoil. It is now time to return again to the 
prophet Isaiah for more wisdom, as we proceed bravely forward, not looking back lest I 
become a pillar of salt. 


I see a shepherd. I see a white shepherd’s robe which shrouds the 
face. The sun is hot, my face is scraggly and oily and bearded. I hold the 
shepherd's crook as I stand on a high ridge overlooking the Valley of 
Kedron. I stand looking at the river and trees, and the structures of mud- 
brick, as the sun reflects flashing light on the river. 

I am a sheepherder, a member of the most sacred quest. I am a 
watcher for each person, for each soul of this valley. As] stand here, | am 
deep in meditation about being a watcher. I begin by connecting the 
energy in my spine with all my people down in the valley. As a watcher, | 
also feel the other dimensions, which seem like bird wings on my shoul- 
ders. I stand like a great eagle, with the other dimensions behind me and 
the world of my people in front of me. 

I must remain connected to both dimensions. If I lose one of my 
sheep, then all is lost. That is my teaching. In the village below, Jerusa- 
lem, Iam the Hebrew high priest, Isaiah. I hold the energy of each person 


Isaiah & Marcion / 145 


centered in the Temple of Solomon. Then I open the back part of my 
body —spine, shoulders, the back of my arms and head—for there are 
receptors back there, and I hold these receiving points open to the other 
side. I am standing here now because it is time to connect with the other 
side to see what the other side has to say about my people. I am very 
worried about my people because I can see that we are going to be 
invaded soon by the Urim Shamash— the invaders from the other dimen- 
sion. The Urim Shamash will manifest on the Earth plane as political 
invaders from the East, from Babylon, and their armies will invade my 
people. I am deeply worried about what will happen. 

I am aseer and can look forward in time. I see that political invasions 
‘ happen on Earth because of multidimensional invasion. This is a reality 
which I observe but do not understand. I am standing here because I want 
to know how the process works. My own desire to protect my people on 
Earth blocks my ability to comprehend how the other dimensions cause 
events on Earth! I cannot see clearly into the other dimensions as long as | 
am obsessed with what happens here. In this lifetime, I invest much 
energy in trying to change the flow of history. We are the Chosen People 
and the gods will intervene, protect us, and control our reality. So then 
why are we on the verge of invasion? I stand here in my truth. I am ready 
to see the larger meaning of this lifetime. 


In this lifetime, | function as high priest of the Chosen People, which 
means that | protect them. However, my higher self is trying to give a teach- 
ing in this lifetime which | am able to manifest in my scripture but which | can- 
not take into the sanctuary of the temple. The Temple of Solomon is a large 
square block, and inside the temple, there is a smaller block with a cube 
inside. All three of these forms are of equal dimension, and are equivalent to 
the time-dimensional coordinates of the divine/cosmos. This is the center of 
the universe, for the divine expresses in physical form according to these 
coordinates. As male priests, we contemplate this form in the temple and 
with prayers. We breathe the power of the word into our times—the Age of 
Aries. We are chosen by Yahweh. Life is filled with all manner of evil and, 
according to the prophecies, God will send the Messiah so that the wicked 
will be punished. The Earth must be purified, just as when the Flood 
occurred. As high priest, | am the vehicle for that teaching, but my soul 
wishes that in the time | live—756 BC—I would implant the naming of the 
coming Christos into the source, the temple. 

The earliest Christos awakening has already begun. As keeper of the 
temple, my consciousness is attuned to the sacred temple form which Is cos- 
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mic. | cannot ground the Heart of the Christos into the Temple of Solomon 
because the rock beneath the Holy of Holies is devoid of geomantic power. | 
can feel Earth energy—I felt the white-light column from Earth to sky when | 
had a vision in the temple—but now the Goddess has removed the power. 
The Chosen People are part of the evolutionary process of the planet and 
the human race, a phase of the identity crisis of the anthropocentric world. 
Disconnection from the Earth always creates a race of wanderers. | do not 
interfere because the temple priests find wisdom in their covenantal agree- 
ments with Yahweh, and the real story of my vision—that | saw the Goddess 
above the Holy of Holies—was barred from the scriptures. My soul can see 
how my present reality is a lower form of the highest potential manifestation 
of my culture at this time. But my people have never had a home and temple 
until the last five hundred years. 

| am standing, holding all my Chosen People in my mind, and] center that 
energy into the Temple of Solomon. | am ravaged inside about events to 
come. The other dimensions are pushing from behind me. The result will be 
the destruction of the Chosen People, unless my people purify and cease 
their evil ways. | will make myself into an electromagnetic connector between 
the sky and the Earth. If | can create the vertica! axis now, perhaps | can 
attain greater wisdom. 

| wish to view my times from the place of all-seeing consciousness, no 
matter what the final outcome will be. | must enter into the fourth dimen- 
sion, the timeless abode of my soul, to see beyond the historical/ 
evolutionary process over time. | wish to see this process from the perspec- 
tive of a higher dimensional interface. My body is becoming very dense. This 
dynamic is related to the interference on the Earth plane called the Fall. | 
wish to know. . . 

My soul responds. . “At the time of the Fall, Adamah was first given con- 
sciousness, the unique ability to contemplate the divine. This power was so 
great that the watchers who gave the skill were afraid of what Adamah 
would do with this magical ability. Made as Adamah was, in the image of the 
watchers, the priesthood was established to hold the power of the divine in 
the temple. The temple would function instead of Adamah as the source to 
the divine. Isaiah, because he was high priest of the Temple of Solomon, was 
a channel for the intervention of the watchers. All teachers who are called 
“shepherd” are channels for the watchers. 

“During this period in history, a process of rapid genetic and electromag- 
netic encodement of Earthlings happened because, 700 years after Isaiah 
lived, the Christos energy was to be infused into the Earth plane. Christos's 
birth would rend open the hearts of Earth creatures, allowing many people 
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to experience divinity as an Earth-born reality. The gods we have known 
from Nibiru are a planetary phenomenon because the inner cycle of Nibiru’s 
orbit is around the Sun. Christos manifested the birth into this solar system 
from space, from another star. The Messiah birthed the Galactic Center into 
the solar center in 0 AD. 

“Isaiah is fascinating because he knew Christos was coming and he 
announced this within the sacred Hebrew scriptures. But when Christos 
came, he was not recognized as Messiah by the Jews who held the main polit- 
ical control in the temple. The temple was destroyed in 70 AD, and the 
Christians claimed Isaiah's naming of the divine birth by saying that Isaiah was 
the Hebrew prophet who predicted the birth of the Messiah in 0 AD. This 
Messiah, Christos, was a planetary birth of the divine into humankind, and he 
could not be limited to being Messiah only of the Chosen People. The 
Hebrews were caught in identity at a time when the ability was not present 
to leap out of time. All hierarchies of people are control dynamics which are 
limiting, and are left over from a time before the Garden when Adamath first 
discovered Identity, or became conscious of separation from the gods. In the 
agony of separation, Adamah cried to be recognized by the gods. He dis- 
placed his sense of self to the outside, and only now is the human race realiz- 
ing this soul loss. 

“There is no such thing as a Chosen People. By living with that belief and 
taking on the energy of the temple, Isaiah was encoded with a false belief sys- 
tem which he then lived out until he was destroyed by his false reasoning in 
that lifetime. The Christos energetic is fourth dimensional and is beyond sep- 
arate realities, and the Incarnation is the reception of the Divine Son by 
Mother Earth. When Christos penetrated the Earth, all people who were 
invested in separateness— patriarchal Yahwist suppression of the Goddess— 
were unable to see that the incarnation of Christos was the end of separate, 
third-dimensional control. The Christians completed the third dimensional 
wall by claiming that members of their sects named the Messiah. Their 
sacred site became the Wailing Wall—the place where souls cry for an end 
to separation. 

“Access to the fourth dimension frees the soul, while the natural control 
process of the third dimension makes the soul accessible to usage by entities 
from other dimensions. This is why an obsession with demonic possession 
reached a culmination in the Middle Ages, exactly when the Church limited 
human freedom and denied the Jews the most intensely. People were pos- 
sessed because they had no access to the freedom which is meant to be their 
birthright. 

“Within Isaiah, within his heart, was an awareness of new truth, and yet 
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his truth was not personally fulfilled. He played out his role as consecrated 
high priest of the temple. His greatest source of resistance is coming from the 
temple training imposed upon him to encode him with a belief in separation. 
We ask to open the Emerald Records of the temple training of the Prophet 
Isaiah.’ 

|, Isaiah, invoke a vertical column of light from Earth to sky, and as | do 
that, | break open my own temple teachings: 

| was taught that there is a lineage of teachers in the bloodline of Abra- 
ham through David from the time when the gods gave the secrets to the 
priests—the Hebraic Ichor. The Davidic line is the line of the sacred kings, 
the race of Adamah made from clay and implanted with consciousness by 
the Nephilim, the angels, the gods who came down to Earth, the “watchers.” 
| stand on this ridge like a watcher. | stand here with all the power of the gods 
who came down, and wings form on my shoulders. By being initiated into the 
temple teachings, my inner blood cells are encoded with the genetic implant 
of the Nephilim, making me superior. Because the blood of the Nephilim 
flows in my veins, | am the high priest, carrier of the bloodline of Abraham. 
| will continue the bloodline as leader of the Chosen People. | live this in my 
time, and | return now to my participation in the bloodline at a much 
earlier time. 


The year is 8000 BC. Iam a Priest of Enoch and there is no separation 
of dimensions in my consciousness. As I exist on this planet which we 
call Eden, I exist here with the energy and power of the ninth dimension, 
Nibiru. Those who can exist on Earth containing the full powers of 
Nibiru are in the ninth dimension. This only happened in the ancient 
days. As Priest of Enoch, I am watcher, I am Nephilim, and] am human. I 
am here to teach humans about temple-building techniques, Earth 
energy, grafting plants, and making alchemical forms on Earth in general. 
Alchemical forms contain cosmic energy. ] brought seed from my dimen- 
sion to grow corn, grapes, melons, and grains. | brought these in my bag 
when I came, and now I teach the people how to make dams and fields, 
how to grow plants, and how to make temples. I teach them how to bake 
bread, and how to use the residue of the lifeforms from seeds mixed with 
lime and salt to make stone for the sacred buildings. My gift to the peo- 
ple is good, for I save them time so they can create ceremony to be able to 
connect to the stars. 

I love these people, the people of bread and wine. The fermentation I 
bring to them in the grapes and grain teaches them about the energy of 
the Galactic Center. I show them that bees are sacred messengers who 
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suck the female nectar from the flowers to make honey. The flowers are 
in tune with the cycles of feminine Earth power, and the bees make the 
flower nectar into honey, which contains the exact, potent energy of 
essential life formation. I show the people how to be in the galaxy by eat- 
ing honey. The great teacher, Khnum, gives exactly the same teachings 
in Egypt at this time. 

I have the power to move forward in time. I look further ahead in 
time and I see that these people have obeyed me. The people did my 
work and mastered my teachings, but they found that following me was 
easy while knowing themselves was difficult. So, after thousands of 
years of teaching and gifting, the people were ready to know the divine. | 
send my awareness into the room where Christos is about to transubstan- 
tiate the gift of the grape into the complete cellular matrix of Earth. | 
come into a place of blinding light and shimmering beauty, for the time 
has finally come! 


Christos holds the chalice of the grape, and the wine transmutes into 
blood. The bloodline of the sacred priest/kings of Earth Is transmuted into a 
new crystalline matrix. Christos is hard to see because he is so filled with 
light. The Master has fire color in his arms and hands as he stands in front of 
the chalice. He holds the chalice and Is very close to burning up, actually 
spontaneously combusting from the heat in his body created by the quicken- 
ing in his cells. The Magdalena stands next to him, grounding the power from 
the sky deeply into the Earth by making her body into a magnetic receptor of 
the force of the vertical axis. His aura is cooled by a shimmering blue topaz 
light which keeps his tree form from burning up as he transmutes the blood. 
As Tree of Life, he holds the gift of the Nephilim—the fruit of the vine— 
steady, as he frees the Nephilim to return to Sirius and not control the cycles 
of Earth. He prays for the gods who came down to Earth. 

“They interfered because they loved us. They are freed of all the sins 
known in this dimension—the sins of experience. | hold this sacred liquid 
which has come from experience and | accept this cup for my heavenly 
Father. This is the blood of the New Covenant, the gift of the cosmos 
becoming the river of God within the veins of all people.” 

In that moment, he creates a new heaven and a new Earth. As he holds 
the gift of the primordial oppressors, | see rays of yellow light coming out 
from his body. | see blue light around the yellow rays and | see his heart, 
which is very green and expanding into the cellular level. The Heart of the 
Christos holds the next 2000 years of pain, as each person journeys to find 
the green ray of compassion within. 


150 / Heart of the Christos 


This process is very painful for him. He quickens the frequency of the gift 
of the lesser gods so that these deities will no longer interfere as the higher 
dimensions open to Earth in a new way. At this same moment in time, Kukul- 
can is in ceremony at Teotihuacan, quickening the sacred honey through the 
hummingbird temple teachings. In order for this process to be successful, 
Christos must now absorb the next two thousand years of experience. He 
sees that the gods will continue to have access in the third dimension through 
repetition of old forms coming from the memory banks of humans. The gods 
will continue to interfere until every human can let go of them. On the Chris- 
tian path, an apex point of attempting to integrate this new freedom will be 
the veneration of the bleeding heart of Christ. Hearts will be cut out and 
offered as sacred food for the gods in Mesoamerica. Humans will live out the 
complete intracellular memory of experience with the gods. Finally, they will 
release the addiction to higher powers outside themselves and take respon- 
sibility for their own growth. Those who clear the past will enter into the 
present age of Christos as many have done since Christos was sent by the 
Creator. In the twentieth century, we will be in the midst of a universal clear- 
ing of our addictions and an acceptance of our freedom. As Christos, | speak: 

“My gift to the people is good. | encode the planet with the knowledge 
that now Is the time to take my gift and own it. You, the people, must 
become the divine beings who were in the mind of the Creator in the begin- 
ning. | give my gift freely, but you still think you need me. Now you must see 
that | need to be free, that God needs to be free! My sacrifice must not be 
called upon much longer. For you do not have needs beyond the knowledge 
you already have.’ 

He stands there with rays moving out of his head, his heart filled with all 
the pain of history. | accept his gift and re-encode my cellular matrix with the 
awareness that | no longer need to function as an agent of the Chosen Peo- 
ple. As | did when | looked at the ritual at Tikal, we all must enter more fully 
into the pain of time by seeing that we carry out our lives, we are not the 
agents of others. If Christos was willing to be crucified in his time for his con- 
nection to the divine, then we must all be crucified in our own times for our 
cosmic birthrights. This crucifixion must involve the dying of an old self so 
that resurrection is possible. The Transubstantiation is most profound, for he 
begins with the gift of the Father God and encodes the fruit of the vine into 
matter—body of the Earth. The wisdom teaching of the Age of Pisces, the 
times of Christos, is that we cannot move on with evolution until we have 
accepted, integrated, and lastly transfigured, human history. 

He stands there holding the chalice, and invokes an incredible power 
dynamic in a very simple way. He holds the chalice, for he is fully human, and 
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his cellular essence is fully in communion with the cellular essence of human- 
ity during his own time. He holds all of that, and brings all the souls of Earth 
fully into his heart. As he does that, he draws me into the wine. 

| am in the wine! He transubstantiates the wine by simply saying, “lam 
love.’ He becomes the vibration of love and the air fills with pink energy. 

lam in the wine! | am swimming through the wine, through the bubbles, 
through the red globs of the wine—particles containing all experience, which 
transmute into a white crystalline matrix. The experience is like swimming in 
the blood within my own heart. The crystalline matrix completes itself as the 
new blood changes the crystalline matrix in my being. The human condition 
will never be the same again. 


But what happened? A few hundred years after the Transubstantiation, which for- 
ever altered the relationship of planet Earth to the divine, humanity fell into an 
alienation—an inability to feel the ecstasy of the Earth. This created such violence 
against the Earth and humankind that now we are on the verge of ecocide. But many 
people on the planet seem to be aware that a fundamental change occurred on the Earth 
two thousand years ago. There lies deep in our hearts a profound hope for the planetary 
freedom to live in worship and creativity. I return to the lifetime when the story of our 
new freedom was first hidden. 


I am Marcion. This is 144 AD, and I have just founded the Mar- 
cionite Synagogue of the Christos. The message teachings of Jesus were 
being distorted by the Christian priests, the Hebrew rabbis, and the 
Roman Empire. I wrote my own gospel, the correct story of the Incarna- 
tion, when God sent his only Divine Son to Earth. Jesus refused to wor- 
ship the old gods, even Yahweh. He refused to worship the powers that 
have always controlled humanity, for he was the teacher of oppressed 
people. In my gospel, I wrote the real story of Christos, separate from the 
Hebrew scriptures of my childhood. The new order of Christos will 
never be understood by people if he is confused with the old god, Yah- 
weh. And, the exquisite wisdom of the Hebrew scriptures will be stolen 
by Christianity. Once the temple was destroyed by the Romans, connect- 
ing the Hebrew scriptures to the New Testament was a grave error. The 
truths within each equally important source were distorted. 

In a moment, I will open my book to you for the records needed at 
this time. But before we begin, I ask you to let go of your agonizing con- 
fusions about the Judeo/Christian conflict, and listen to a new story 
about the savior of the world. The confusion is political, because the 
Vatican and the Empire have controlled the issue you care about most 
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deeply —the access to your real story. The hidden secret you desire is 
your birthright. The primary lie—that the Jews missed the Big Event and 
the Christians are the ones who recognized the Messiah—has made 
straight thinking impossible. Neither portion of this is the truth, and the 
dual projection robs both Christians and Jews of a messiah. 

Christos was born into the heart of the patriarchy, for that was where 
the healing needed to happen. But everything he taught was a radical 
threat to the beliefs on the planet at that time. By means of the Transub- 
stantiation, he altered our relationship to the Powers and Principalities. 
That is why he had such a potent effect on history. But the true story of 
his teachings was so radically distorted that the truth could not be ascer- 
tained until 1795 AD, when the Earth received the gift of Sirius Teaching 
Four. We were bitterly divided by the Church as Imperium, for the 
Imperium was the way we could be controlled. You, the people of Earth, 
do not yet know about me because the destruction of my works was one 
of the most thorough book burnings in history. I am the ultimate heretic. 
But, a person’s story never really goes away, and now is the time to tell 
my story. 

] am Marcion. I have grown to be twenty years of age in my father’s 
house in Pontus at Sinope on the shores of the Black Sea. My Hebrew 
father is a Christian bishop, my mother a Jew, and the year is 98 AD. Asa 
child, we knew the story of the conversion of St. Paul, my father’s close 
friend. We imagined the light enveloping our great teacher, Paul, as he 
was chosen by the Christ. We awaited the return of Master Jesus. We 
were mocked and persecuted for our belief in Christos, the Son of God. 
When will our teacher return to redeem the world? Alas, ] am losing the 
great light of Paul as | climb up the cliffs to the ancient temple at 
Arataxta. I know of no other place of power on this planet where | can 
return to my animal self, my beast within who will know the truth no 
matter what any man says, even my own father. 

Coming to the top of the mountain, I see ancient foundations of the 
great temple that was built thousands of years ago by the gods who came 
to Earth to bring the teachings of the stars. Around me are magnificent 
gigantic stone heads of the great gods which are half buried in the dry 
rocky soil. These figures have been staring out at the rising Sun for mille- 
nia. The crumbling entry arch with great lions on each side leads into the 
roofless sanctuary which is the gateway to the other side—a place on 
Earth where | can ask the gods to hear me in my pain. In the arch, I feel a 
thundering beneath the Earth, as if I have no right to enter the sanctuary, 
but I proceed. | feel electricity in my feet, and my eyes dart from side to 
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side, seeing moving creatures as I walk slowly forward to the center 
point. My vision becomes like a microscope as I see, in minute detail, the 
writhing bodies of snakes, lizards, and large beetles. The sky fills with cir- 
cling vultures, hawks, and eagles, and my heart is pounding, for I fear 
what I have done. But Christos invaded the sanctuary and drove out the 
evildoers, and so | will go forward with my quest. 

Ahead, in an empty circle, a great dragon with fiery and foul breath, 
his lashing tail armed with great spikes, his clawed feet pounding the soil, 
awaits my arrival. I stop and look him in his red eye with a flashing yel- 
low center, and I begin: 

“Great monster from antiquity, I have come to ask you what my pur- 
pose is! My fellow Christians do not know about you, who are ever pre- 
sent in my being, like a brother. You will not cease to exist until the End 
Times. My people await the end and do not live in the present time. The 
evil stench of the Roman Empire sucks into all the forms of matter as the 
Christians abandon their power, awaiting only the end. I await no end, 
even the end that might be mine today. You, dragon, great denizen of the 
other world, tell me what it is 1 am to do with my life! I abandon myself, 
needing no End Times, only the fulfillment of the world” 

The Earth begins to shake! Every cell in my body is quaking as my 
blood boils and my head rings. I am seized with a power I have not 
known before, and I scream a rasping, vicious scream from my woman 
within that shakes the heavens and Earth! | stand in my truth in front of 
the dragon, amd I see visions of all the people of Earth. A column of bril- 
liant white light comes down and envelops me. | writhe in agony as I see 
babies burning with disease, women being raped and defiled in ways that 
are incomprehensible. All the waters of the Earth are boiling with foul 
pollution, the skies are filthy with poison. Still 1 keep my eyes open, not 
flinching from this horror, for I know that any person who asks to know 
the wisdom of the ages must look at the human vision of the end of time. 
Suddenly I shudder with terror as a black dog comes forth from the 
dragon. A huge woman bird flies at this creature from the frothing skies. 
The black dog howls in agony as the inner demon of the dragon of the 
End Times separates from himself, as if the animal's soul is vomiting. A 
new part—a jackal—chases the retching black dog right back into the 
dragon, which then dissipates into mist. The great harpy screams at me! 

“You will write a book against the lies of the world. God has now 
entered creation as a result of the Incarnation of Christos so that even we 
can be redeemed from the chains of hell. You will write your book of the 
truth about the Powers and Principalities, and you will teach your word 
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until the Goddess/self is freed from tormentors.” 

Suddenly all dissipates, and ] am standing in the midst of the sanctu- 
ary. It is empty of what I have seen. I must create a story that will eventu- 
ally shake the Earth like the great dragon of old, but that book will cause 
me to become a hated man in my own time. 

Later, I do write the book, and here is what it says: 


In the beginning there were three levels of existence: the God or Crea- 
tor, the Demi-Urge, and the Hyle. The Demi-Urge is masculine, the Hyle is 
feminine, and God is indescribable, beyond form and gender, unknowable 
except in the experience of the Demi-Urge and the Hyle/Goddess. The 
Demi-Urge made the Earth and the Goddess rules the Earth. The Demi- 
Urge which manifested on Earth as “the gods who came down,’ desired to 
make humans in their own image, and did so with the agreement of the God- 
dess, who gave them clay for the work. The work was completed and 
named Adamah—Adam/Eve—who prospered in the beautiful Garden of 
Creation/Eden. The gods loved Adam, desired his total obedience, and 
came to Eden to ask Adam to worship no other gods. Adam was saddened, 
for this meant he could no longer adore the Goddess. But he was afraid of 
the Demi-Urge, so he abandoned the Goddess, who was enraged! 

Consumed with anger, the Goddess rent Adam into many pieces and 
hid his phallus from Eve, who was in her image. Then the Goddess filled the 
sky with many more gods and goddesses, all a reflection of the parts of 
Adamah's psyche, so that Adamah could become conscious. She gave these 
gods abodes on the various planets and moons of the solar systern, and she 
created a great river of stars containing the forms of all the animals who were 
parts of Adamah’s psyche. The Goddess arranged the cosmos so that 
Adamah would be eternally immersed in her parts. These deities ruled the 
world from 2900 BC until O AD, when God saw that original matter had split 
into Goddess and Demi-Urge, convulsing the world in violence and pain in 
the midst of a cosmic struggle between anima and animus. 

God the Creator felt compassion for Adamah and sent the Divine Son 
to Earth. Christos was to heal, to be a suffering servant with Adam, so that 
humankind would recognize that Christos came to heal the division between 
male and female—between spirit and body. Christos was to enter hell to 
free all beings enchained by the gods so that all humans would know that, 
from that time, no one was enslaved by any god. Christos knew that the gods 
would see him as a rival and envy him. He knew that the gods would crucify 
him. But there was no escape from the Great Mother. The blood of Christos 
would penetrate the Goddess, who would welcome his body—the new 
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seed for a new Tree of Life. All beings put in hell by the gods were released, 
and Christos was crucified. Earth was shaken by an earthquake which dar- 
kened the skies of Rome for days as he arose out of the Goddess to return to 
his father. Humankind knew then that Christos was the Son of God who had 
come down into the Goddess to heal the dualism between body and spirit. 


I finish my story and title it “Against the Demi-Urge.” In 120 AD I 
begin teaching all over Syria, Cappadocia, Asia, Lycia, and Galatia. I even 
teach in Mesopotamia, where I am especially well-received. Their 
ancient legends are filled with the stories of the gods, and to hear of the 
liberation of Earth is good news. By 130 AD, my Christian Church is the 
largest Christian Church in the world, and I know that the time to enter 
Rome has come. This I dread, because Rome is the temple of all the gods. 
Jesus, Paul, and I are Jews by birth, and I have said a little about Yahweh 
being one of many gods, essentially different than the supreme Creator, 
the father of Christos. 

I can no longer remain silent on the identity of Yahweh and the many 
gods of the Romans if I come to the Imperial City. The words of Jesus are 
being falsified, especially in Rome where the Roman Emperors have 
declared themselves as the gods, “the Imperium.” Jesus said, “I am not 
come to fulfill the laws of the gods, I come to break the laws,” but the 
Romans have interpreted his words as “I have come not to abolish the 
law, but to complete it.’ And so Jesus is being made into a puppet of the 
Romans. 

] enter Rome shaking with the power I will take on. I am as disturbed 
as | was on the day of my vision of the ancient dragon. The city stinks 
with human perversion, as if the Demi-Urge is violating the Goddess in 
response to the opening of hell. The Romans hate the Christian belief in 
freedom from evil resulting from baptism. The good people are being 
stripped of their possessions, the city stinks of sexual perversion and dis- 
ease, and people are dying in the streets. People step over babies on their 
way out the door to go to the temples of Mars, Venus, and Jupiter. Minis- 
ters of my church are healing the sick, but evil is a tidal wave. 

I go to the Roman Christians to ask to be made bishop of Rome, so 
that my Church can grow there, teaching the words of Paul and Jesus. 
Paul taught the true Gospel, yet his wisdom has barely penetrated Rome. 
As I preach, I am heckled and called an arch-heretic. | do not understand 
this, for many doctrines are new. Jesus himself was a revolutionary. At 
this time, we are attempting to develop a ministry which will offer the 
teachings of Jesus to future generations. We know Christos will return 
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when the world is ready to receive him. I see that I will have to enter into 
the dispute between Paul, who became Christian, and the Jews. 

There has been a dispute about attaching the new Christian scrip- 
tures to the Hebrew scriptures because Paul and others were converted 
Jews. But if Yahweh is a Demi-Urge, then how can the teaching of 
Christos about the new order survive? Adamah made the Old Covenant 
with Yahweh, who asked him to serve Yahweh over the Goddess. But 
Christ loved women, the mirrors of the Goddess, and women baptize 
and teach in our Church. | preach and teach on the basis of the ancient 
testimonies from the Nazareans and Galileans. But the new works writ- 
ten in Greek and Aramaic of the life of Jesus tell a false story. The Roman 
Christians are burning as many copies of the original testimonies of the 
disciples as they can get their hands on. What if they attach the Hebrew 
scriptures to Greek and Aramaic sources on the life of Jesus? Later in 
time, the real truth will be completely distorted. 

In my meeting with the leaders of the Roman Christian Churches, | 
go right into the crux of the conflict. I ask, “Who is Yahweh of the 
Hebrew scriptures? Who is Christos of the Christian scriptures? Yahweh 
says, ‘An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth’ But Christos says, ‘If anyone 
strikes you on the cheek, turn the other cheek to him to see if he will 
strike twice’ How can you say the God of the Hebrew scriptures is good 
when Jesus says, ‘A good tree cannot bring forth evil fruit’ How can you 
justify attaching the new scriptures to the ancient ones when you know 
Jesus said, ‘Put not new wine in old wine skins; and ‘Do not sew old cloth 
on anew garment’? How can you mix the ancient ways with a new crea- 
tion when Jesus said, ‘Those who are now last will be first, and those first, 
will be last’? The Jews hold many of their teachings in secret, yet Jesus 
said, ‘No one lights a lamp to cover it with a bowl and put it under the 
bed? 

“Verily, as | meet with you today in the center of the Empire, you 
deny me my right to teach the truth, you deny me my right to commun- 
ion, and you judge me as separate from the truth, thus acting out the law 
of the Demi-Urge. The Goddess will not be proscribed against. She has 
welcomed Christos into herself and, at the end of time, she will erupt out 
of your control. Like the opening of hell, those you call heretics will be 
freed. Their teachings will again free the people of the Earth.” 

They read me their verdict: “In the ancient wisdom of the Emperor 
Augustus, we declare that Augustus adored Jesus Christ as being born of 
the virgin, and Augustus refused to be called ‘Yahwel’ himself, out of 
respect for Jesus Christ, who is Lord.” 
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This statement adorns the base of the obelisk which is in front of the 
gate to the pope’s summer residence in Rome. These sentiments were the 
basis for the condemnation of me, the arch-heretic, Marcion. A large vul- 
ture eats the body of a black dog outside the doors of the Vatican. 

I walk out of the meeting place of the early episcopate held in 
Hadrian's tomb, and I walk out into the sunny streets of Rome. I am 
dizzy. I am struck by a missile of magnetic blue light in the center of my 
forehead. Sirius Teaching Four, 1795 AD, encodes my cellular essence: 


The powers of the Goddess are fully released from the underworld in 
order to create balance with the powers of the gods, the patriarchy. Slowly, 
woman within will awaken just in time to prevent ecocide, the suicide of 
planet Earth. 
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MEDICINE WOMAN 


“The crucifixion must involve the dying of the old self so that the resurrection is 
possible.” What part of my soul was not yet crucified? I could feel the power within me 
preparing for resurrection. The male side of me appeared to be resolved. In the midst of 
all the stories, all the legends, all the cultures which form an intellectual matrix for me, 
I could see the same pattern being repeated again and again. In my male form of 
expression—as priest—I had gotten involved in not trusting the cosmos, in not trusting 
people, and in continually investing in the belief that priests knew what actions were 
best for the the world. I had continually played guardian of the secret and sacred sanctu- 
ary into which women were never permitted. 

Now I am on the verge of releasing the power of the Goddess, whether the power is 
her womb or her fury. I do not care, for the ecocide of my times is the greatest sin since 
the beginning of time. There are many blasphemous stories in this epic, but nothing is as 
evil as the murder of the Earth. I wash my hands of all of my own male control of the 
Earth as a priest—a channel of the powers of transformation—no matter what the con- 
sequences. My heart cannot bear the pain of the betrayal for one more minute. I will 
look right into the Smoking Mirror. 

I have participated in the cover-up lifetime after lifetime because I have remembered 
just how powerful the Goddess really is. I will release the power of the Goddess teach- 
ing whether the information can be tolerated or not. I must return to a life when that 
power of the Goddess—the matrix of the cosmos—was first compromised. We must 
bring light into every resistance, every shadow, so that we may truly know the power of 
womans medicine. 


| am moving into my solar-plexus area, where | feel a blockage that | 
sense is from anger that | could not express when | was once abused. | am 
angry at Dion and my fear lies in my heart. The fear feels like a river running 
from my crown, through my body, down through my heels and into the 
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Earth. In my third eye, | feel | would have been killed by him then if | had 
expressed my anger. | bring light into my crown, the fear runs down my body 
and out, and| scream aloud, ghastly scream that fills the room. Now my fear 
is collecting in a pool in my solar plexus. | go down into the gravel and growl, 
“Arghhh!” Now | feel a blockage on my left side where my hip connects with 
my leg. 

| breathe into the feeling and send healing light into the flow of energy, 
into my legs and out into Mother Earth. | breathe deeply and hold, as | see 
the explosion of mana sending light to the area. Pow! | expel the anger 
lodged there. Again | breathe and hold. | look into my solar plexus to see if 
the area is clear, and there is still anger being held. Red residue in my left side 
is holding anger. | scream the word | really wanted to say to him then—"No- 
0-0-0-0-oll” The word fills the room with a deafening, ringing sound and | 
cough as | begin to open my throat chakra. | scream, “Stop! Don't go in!” And 
| scream, “Monsterrrrr! Monsterrrr!”’ 

| look at the etheric lines to see where | gave him the power of being my 
monster. | see that the location is my crown and third eye. | cut the cord that 
leaves him connected to me. My soul does not need me to see what that 
monster is, or whether or not | can even call love in and channel love power 
through my creative being. | excoriate that connection now to create inner 
emptiness, which will attract my pure Goddess self to me. There is a vacuum 
in my crown chakra, and | fill the void with purple crystal. | breathe the heal- 
ing purple in and then | look to find the place in my heart that wanted to see 
him be destroyed. | breathe into that vortex of murderous desire and fill the 
need with forgiveness, for he served me in that experience so that | could 
experience living backwards. | can actually feel how he served me. | am filled 
with wonder at the release of inner hatred. | see. . . 


I’m standing by a stream and] am very beautiful. I wear a white dress. 
My hair is long and black, my eyes are brown, and my skin is olive with 
oil on the surface. He is a warrior made of black obsidian, shiny, and he 
has an insect quality to his appearance. He wears a costume, a kachina 
costume which covers him. His skin is black and he has very beautiful 
eyes filled with curiosity, desire, and a possessive wish. 

[ am Diana of the forest and I am frightened of his lust. I am afraid 
that he will take my soul! My soul is my sense of being, my sense of who 
I am, and that is all I have. Once, a long time ago, a spider told me that 
my soul could be taken. As soon as | began my Moon time, a spider lived 
with me in a small, enclosed room. There was not even one window to 
the outside, and this was after I had lived as a child of the Sun, wind, and 
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water. The other priestesses had put me in that ancient oracle room so 
that I could communicate with the spider. The spider gave the priestesses 
messages that could only come through me. I was used by them my 
whole life for their own purposes, and | became blind and rapaciously 
thin, like a sick sparrow. Before that, when I was still beautiful, I was 
released from the room after the spider told me that my soul would be 
taken away by a god who came down to the Earth. I believed the spider, 
and the stories the spider told me. I believed, because I was being used as 
a channel for the priestesses and I was not allowed to contemplate how I 
felt about the information that came through me. 


Ever since then, I have been afraid that an alien power could enter me and take 
over my soul, but that is a lie. No one can steal my soul now, for I do not offer myself as 
a channel for information that other people want me to bring in at their will. There is 
still fear, though, because I was once bewitched, taken over. Once I believed that some- 
one who had power over me could use me as a channel. I no longer fear being overtaken. 
Being used as a vehicle for the energies of others is a past issue, as I was once afraid of 
spiders but now am not. Now I know that spiders are the sisters who help me remember 
the ancient teaching that I have been asked to bring in this time. The spider is the 
astrologers totem spirit, the teacher about cosmic cycles, the spinner of webs of cosmic 
connection. 

The spider is the Earth creature which receives the Nibiruan vibration. She knows 
of all the pain we have suffered with Nibiru since we have become conscious. In the cen- 
ter of her tensile web, she is like a miniature Sun, attuning her being with all the planets 
and stars. She knows that we no longer need to fear being controlled. Yes, I was once 
bewitched and possessed. Great harm came to me, and I remember it well. But we are 
living in a new world now, in which the planet is again being gifted with the wisdom 
and power of magical healing. This new wisdom is being manifested by the Earth, not 
as a teaching from some other place. 

Power coming through us is the only way. We must clear our resistance fo owning 
our power, which is simply dysfunctional judgment from old memory. As we tap into 
these sources, we remember each trauma from the past. But we are also enlightened with 
anew truth that frees the mind: We can no longer be possessed or manipulated by ener- 
gies outside ourselves if we have cleared all the inner hooks which attract such energies. 
We need no protection, no shield. We need a clear spirit. 


But the body may not be clear even if the mind appears to be. My body 
still believes | can be taken over because of an ancient trauma that was re- 
encoded when | was raped in this life. | will let all of the memory go! | breathe, 
and let the pain flow all the way through my fingers, my hands, and into 
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Mother Earth. But still, the residues of pain are not all gone. My source of 
enlightenment is third-eye consciousness—opal light in my third eye. | move 
quickly into the flashing opal light where | see that, in this lifetime, | need to 
be a channel for an Earth teaching about going beyond the fear of star beings 
having once mated with the women of Earth. Cellular evolution is no longer 
accomplished in this manner, and if we do not see this, we will repeat it all in 
laboratories for genetic manipulation. In 0 AD, when the Nibiruans last 
visited, these teachers gave us special wisdom in a new way: babies con- 
ceived during the return of the Star of Bethlehem had special abilities to exist 
on both Earth and Nibiru. But sexual union with Nibiruans did not occur. 
Sexual interference exists on the astral level. This invasion is being dealt with 
over time, and the apex of the fear surfaced in the witchcraft trials. Medieval 
maidens dreamed of being taken by a succubus in the night, but this extraor- 
dinarily real nighttime drama was an example of the power of the subcon- 
scious mind to project inner fear. The legends of Dracula were a similar 
manifestation. 

| need an etheric opal implanted in my third eye, so that this teaching can 
be clearly seen and brought in. The news of our absolute liberation from pos- 
session by entities in other dimensions must be transmitted into the cellular 
frequency of this planet. We must become aware that fear of possession and 
control lurks in the deep memory bank. The collective subconscious mind 
creates much of the community reality we live in. The primordial memory of 
the use of woman for the satisfaction of male lust causes the same abuse 
now. The rapist becomes infected with a godlike sense of his own power, and 
this superiority complex is a primary block against the power of the God- 
dess. There are countless traumatic memories in men and women of both 
using others and being used themselves. Part of moving beyond this block 
involves remembering how rape began. By clearing such deeply buried 
memories, we can agree to cease an activity that all participants loathe. The 
men need to be freed from their own lust and from the inflated energy trig- 
gered by women who fear the abuse. The women need to be freed from 
their fear! We cannot grow wherever there Is fear. 

| see my opal now. The stone is deep within my pineal gland, lighting my 
inner mind with a blue-green ray. It can be activated only by better under- 
standing the original people who acted out this genetic experiment with us 
on Earth. The gem can only be activated by understanding the process of 
Nibiruan evolution on Earth or elsewhere. As long as we believe that the 
archetypal form of the outermost planet of our solar system is frozen in time, 
and that the hologram of the intervening gods is unchanging, then past 
experience cannot be understood and cleared. 
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There were at least twelve different civilizations that did this seeding, 
and | only have access to the civilizations in which | had direct involvement. To 
clear planetary blocks about this issue, | must first clear my own blocks. | see 
the beauty in the fire of the opal. The jewel flashes a pure, peridot green, and 
| follow the ray of light to a door that says, “Starseeding—Pastlife.’ 


I open the door and see a humanoid being about three to four feet 
tall. He is called Non-Non, and is from Io, one of the Moons of Jupiter. I 
knew him 300,000 years ago! We worked with glass vials filled with mer- 
cury in a laboratory on Io. On the mercurial surface we reflected light 
from Andromeda Galaxy, our home. We brought to Io an essence to be 
seeded into this solar system. These photons were a matrix of soul/spirit 
material that was coded 2010 AD. 

In the beginning, the Tree was revered as the gift from the gods that 
symbolized the ability of Earth to nurture life. These magnificent life- 
forms are the circulatory system of Earth. Their veins circulate the water 
and air of solar energy, and they are the sacred symbol of immortality 
which was placed on Earth as a gift, in hopes that the people of Earth 
would never forget to protect life. In the vegetable kingdom, a tree is the 
same as a human in the animal kingdom. But, over time, the people of 
Earth forgot the meaning of the sacred Tree. They lost the magical teach- 
ings about how to nurture the sacred sites which balance the deep water- 
courses with the solar winds to keep the Tree of Life alive. They began to 
believe that the Tree was the source of individual immortality, but actu- 
ally the roots and branches are the source of resolution of the duality of 
the goddesses and the gods, the Earth and sky. 

I see a giant oak tree with huge, perfectly balanced limbs, branches, 
and leaves on the top of a round hill. I stride quickly to the top of the hill 
and stand in front of the tree as | become aware that the root system of 
this great tree is puny. My legs and groin become the root system as | 
stand in front of this magnificent oak tree. My gut and heart are the same 
as the trunk, my throat and head are the branches and leaves. The root 
system begins to grow into the soil with great throbbing power, and | 
speak from a source that goes back to the beginning of our symbiotic for- 
mation with Nibiru. These are the Green Records of the Tree of Life. 


| am Dion, the stellar male self of Barbara, usually only encountered 
when visiting the stellar home. However, she has asked for an opening of the 
Emerald Records of the Tree of Life—the bringing to Earth of woman's medi- 
cine from Andromeda Galaxy. So let me tell you the story of my relationship 
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to this woman who now lives the life of Barbara on Earth. This is the story of 
the original splitting of the animus and anima on Earth. Within this ancient 
legend lies the healing of the stress between male and female. 

We first brought you the Tree as a primary teaching about war for your 
whole solar system. From the great spiraling galaxy, Andromeda, we 
observed wars in your solar system caused by beings from the Orion galaxy. 
The men from Orion tried to eliminate life from your solar system, called 
Maya by us, out of pure jealousy! The Orion scientists assumed that Orion 
was the only location of life and civilization in the universe, just as Earth now 
believes. This is cosmic ego. When Orion saw life on Mars and Earth, the 
scientists were enraged! Great was their force—the force of | AM—and 
Orion decided to eliminate life elsewhere. Orion was to be the only con- 
scious civilization in the mind of God, the chosen star. 

Orion destroyed life on Mars, and many people hold the ancient mem- 
ory bank of those wars. Earth astronomers have now sighted and pho- 
tographed a mile-high human face on Mars that is staring at Earth. This face Is 
in the midst of an ancient temple complex with pyramids and a great henge 
which very much resembles the henge of Avebury. Soon, Earthlings will 
travel to Mars and discover that a civilization existed there which was 
destroyed. Two countries who are enemies on Earth will send a joint explo- 
ration ship to Mars and see that war destroyed it. Mars was the Roman God 
of War. In 1992, the scientists of the Soviet Union and United States will 
cease destroying Earth once the history of Mars is recalled. 

The Tree of Life was given to Earth in the hope that this symbol would 
remind Earth to never do what Orion did to Mars and attempted to do 
to Earth. Mars’ atmosphere—all that was required to sustain life—was de- 
stroyed in a nuclear winter caused by atomic bomb detonation. Many on 
Earth remember the event very clearly. It is impossible for us—visitors from 
another galaxy—to ever know Mars again! That is loneliness. On Earth, life 
can connect with galactic forms. Humans can experience the perceptions 
and feelings of the stellar body, worshipped as the KA by the ancient Egyp- 
tians and explored in the kachina ceremonies of the Hopi. Do not ever cre- 
ate such cosmic loneliness for yourselves, because your stellar body Is your 
unique knowing of creation. If humans destroy Earth, we cannot come to 
Earth from the stars, for we visit you on Earth by manifesting our selves in 
your own minds. What if you are not there anymore? 

| created the Tree in the laboratory along with other new lifeforms, and 
the stellar body who is also Barbara agreed to manifest such forms on planet 
Earth. All humans have known such participation—the Goddess who will 
ingly births the lifeforms desired by creation. But these galactic functions by 


Medicine Woman / 165 


humans who inhabit Earth involve the splitting of the soul into the anima and 
animus, for that is how existence takes form. Therein lies the pain of life. This 
separation is healed in orgasm. The desire for this union of the anima and ani- 
mus fuels all sexual union. The soul of Barbara became a fragment of a por- 
tion that was a combination of both of us, for all life is both stellar and earthly. 
We once resided in the same body and then we were in ecstasy. But when 
she came to Earth, the anima was split from the animus to fuel the fires of 
evolution, to create movement. She then had, as all humans have, the free- 
dom to manifest male and female bodies so that she could know her own 
soul. The records of this story are on lo, the home of the Galactic Federation, 
for this solar system and this story still exist in the legends of Isis, who 
wanders Egypt in search of her male part. 

Now, Barbara's pain comes from both my need to know Earth and from 
her confusion about that first time when she awakened to her separation 
from herself—the primal duality. | visited her as her animus so that she could 
know me. This is why all knowing of stellar self is essentially sexual on Earth. 
You can only find your other side when lost in orgasm, the energy which 
causes the Tree to reach for the sky and to drive its roots deep into the 
Earth. This spiral energy exists in the very center of all galaxies. The spiral 
form of Andromeda, which is seen easily from Earth, is a mirror of the Milky 
Way Galaxy. The Milky Way teaches Andromeda Galaxy about the orgasmic 
spiral, and Andromeda teaches the Milky Way about how matter comes into 
form. A child was born of sexual union which occurred on lo, and then the 
soul of Barbara came, with the child in her womb, to begin her first exper- 
ence on Earth. She will complete this story, her truth only from her own 
experience. | merely seeded her. 


In this lifetime as Barbara, | have a residue from this primal sexual experi- 
ence that makes me prone to have my power taken away by men, to seek to 
unite with men, for otherwise | feel incomplete. My heart tells me | still have a 
need to clear. The need has to do with changing from human to animal form. 
This is primal shapeshifting, which is one facet of matter going into form. | 
once had an experience in which | changed from human to jaguar form and | 
did not possess the cellular energy, the body power, to undergo this trans- 
mutation. Part of me got caught in the jaguar. But now | feel | must find peace 
with that animal’s energy until the oneness occurs. My whole heart is filled 
with fear. | breathe into the emotion. | am willing to feel the shapeshifting, 
and | blow it out. | have felt for so long that | gave part of myself to the jaguar, 
lost part of myself to the spider, lost part of myself to a man; but these are all 
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the fragments of self | am looking for! | need to reclaim these aspects; | want 
them all back. 

| want to see the face of every animal form, every elemental form, every 
demon, every devil, every priest, every priestess, every human being, every 
extraterrestrial, that | have given my power to. | want to see anyone that | 
believed made me think | was not beautiful, equal, whole, or complete. | 
want to review all the past, and! want to reclaim the light | left with each one. 
| want to start recollecting the fragments of my light. | see all the facets of my 
being, and | roll the images of the facets of my soul into an enormous golden 
ball. | breathe all the parts of my soul back into my solar plexus and start 
breathing and pulling in every single fragment of self still hanging in time and 
space. For that was past and this is now. That light belongs to me, and | 
breathe the radiance in and feel my own love for the cosmos. | release my 
belief that any union | have ever known would betray me, and my trust flows 
back into me. 

| feel the replenishment of my energy, the life-force coming back, being 
fed from the solar plexus to the heart, the throat, the third eye, the crown, 
the liver, spleen, and root. | breathe in, hold the breath as long as | can, and | 
move the wind out, so that every cell absorbs my radiance. | fee! my physical 
body with the power it needs to transcend any dimension. | allow the force 
to ignite my root chakra, solar plexus, liver, spleen, heart, throat, third eye, 
and then | go three inches behind my forehead to the cave of Brahma, the 
pineal gland. 

| walk inside the dark cave carrying my radiance, my torch, with me. In 
the back of the cave, in hiding, | find my Goddess self that had not collected 
the fragments of her own beautiful being. | see the love that she has for me. | 
open my arms and allow her to step forth. She is blonde, light, all light. There 
is a halo of light, a crown of leaves around her head that is made of opals. Her 
name is Alinni. | feel her come into my arms and | hold her. | feel her energy 
go into every single cell of my body. | feel the grief of not having collected my 
own light wash away, and | feel the grieving being replaced by Joy. | flow with 
Alinni gently out of the top of the cave, and into the universe. | go to the sea 
of light as | feel the connectedness moving through my being from the sea of 
light in the the universe. | swim in the stream of the Milky Way as if | am the 
Earth nursing the galaxy down through myself. | loop the shimmering stars 
through Mother Earth, and then back up through myself, like the figure eight, 
like Avebury glowing in starlight at the New Moon. | feel, for the first time in 
eons, the love that every lifeform is sending through me. | feel the honor of 
what | am doing, the road | have traveled, the burdens | have borne, the love 
that flows to me from all creation. 
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| feel the centeredness, the serenity. | feel the waveform from my crown 
to my feet. | am air, earth, water and fire. The whole of the universe is my 
desire. | want to reach the stars, to kiss the sky, to love the Earth. The time is 
nigh that the Goddess within me does breathe and grow. The love and 
beauty of my selfsame soul touches the sky, brings that within, becomes my 
own exalted friend, as | honor the light and the beauty that is mine. And then 
| begin to take form into a lifetime of unity, into a lifetime when the culture | 
was born into was so worshipful of Mother Earth that | was able to live a 
whole life with no division between the anima and animus. 


I see a small, bread-loaf-shaped habitation which is constructed with 
skins stretched over a frame of willow or larch poles. I live in this home 
and I sit inside holding my infant. My baby is wrapped very tightly and I 
am encased in tight blankets. It is a cold winter, and the baby is suckling 
as the wind snaps the frozen skins against the poles. He is about six or 
seven months old. 

The elements are very primal and we feel them very intensely. We 
are wrapped up tightly together because of the bitter wind. I feel aban- 
doned. We are waiting for our men to return. There is not much else I can 
do but feed my baby. My people are not hungry, there is still food, but 
keeping the fire going is difficult. My main interest is to keep us warm. I 
am young, only seventeen, and this is my first child. My body is very 
strong, vital, and healthy. 

Iam worried about where all the men went. My husband is a warrior 
and he is gone with the other men. Normally, the party would have gone 
hunting, but this time the men have gone to war. That is why I do not 
know when my husband will return. I do not know what is going to hap- 
pen. Our warriors are fighting the Shawano, and we are the Lakota. I live 
on the plains in the center of the land. We travel great distances and I 
have a sense of my geographical location. I am just west of the Big River. 
We are the people of the Sun. In other places, nearby, people of the Sun 
live. There are other villages nearby and we are all usually in communica- 
tion. But right now we are all in our homes, and the weather is cold. We 
must fend for ourselves without men. 

This child is the son of a warrior. He is very healthy and I am very 
proud of him. I am proud that my first child is a son, and he has a great 
future for our tribe. But this is a strange time. These Shawano people 
never used to come here. Their people used to live further toward the ris- 
ing Sun, but now members of the tribe come here to hunt and travel 
through our land. The intrusion is disturbing our village confederation. 
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We have many villages on this plain and we have been people of peace. 
These people are pressing on us from the East as their tribes have been 
driven out of their own homelands. 

This is very confusing because, once upon a time, in the olden days, 
we all agreed on which territory was for which people. As for these 
Shawano, we know this is not their fault. But their warriors are invading 
our territory because they have been pushed out of their own land. We 
cannot allow this, but we do not wish for violence. Neither do they. Yet 
they need hunting grounds and places to settle. 

Our land is very balanced. We have wisdom about how people can 
live in harmony with the animals, the trees, the land, and the plants. We 
let the old people die when they are ready. We lead the weak children 
into the wilderness to die or develop survival skills. We are equal with 
the animal. We do not take over animal territory and we limit the num- 
ber of people in our villages. We do not take more trees than we require 
for simple shelter and fire. We only plant enough food for our village 
people, with some extra for wanderers and the hungry insects. This inva- 
sion has created imbalance, which is not right for the land, the people, 
the animals, and the trees. Just as the old people and the sick children 
must die, the Shawano must die unless they can find their place in bal- 
ance. | am heavy in the heart about this problem as I hold my son of a 
warrior. 

The men are gone away. | hear twigs snapping and soft footsteps on 
the ground. My astral body is very trained. I can jump out of my physical 
body and go to other places and other times. I sit quietly and fly out of 
my body to view the home] sit in. There are warriors —not my people! I 
take my child, cover his head, hold him tightly to my body, and I imme- 
diately leave my home. I go to the next home and pull aside the skins and 
say, “I-sha-na-ya-na-wa-na,’ which means ” Shawano danger!” I go to 
the next tent and say, “I-sha-na-ya-na-wa-na.” All of us do this. We move 
together to the edge of the village, but the actions are too late. We see 
many warriors, who have terrifying faces with red, white, and black war 
paint. 

Suddenly these men all run after us! The warriors have long sticks 
which make thunder! | am clutching my baby and looking back, and] see 
the people falling with a look of shock on their faces, as if they are being 
exploded from inside just when the sticks thunder. A warrior grabs me 
by the shoulder, turns me around, and puts his arm heavy and tight 
around my shoulder. He grabs my baby with his other arm and throws 
my baby away from me! My baby screams as he lies on the ground. A 
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warrior stomps on the baby. I am begging this man with my eyes not to 
leave my baby on the ground. This man’s grip is so strong, I cannot 
escape. His arm is like iron. He starts to drag me away, holding me tight, 
and the last thing I see is one of the other warriors hitting the baby witha 
stone club. I see blood gushing out, andI know my baby is crushed. I pass 
out. That is the last thing I see. My heart is broken as my son dies. 

When I wake up later, I find that I have been abducted. The warriors 
have taken the young women and a few of the young boys. The rest of 
our village must have been slain. The men are moving us west. Horses 
are pulling bundles along behind them, lashed to their sides with tree 
poles. The murderers are marching along, forcing the last of my village to 
keep up. The warriors watch us, making us move along with them. They 
are going toward the direction of the setting Sun. Stopping to set up a 
camp, they make a fire. We prepare food from the meat, vegetables, and 
grains taken from our village. The warriors are very hungry, but I am not. 
I will not eat, but then a man forces food down my throat. My breasts 
hurt from making milk for my dead son. I know what is coming next, as 
the warriors choose women. 

The one who grabbed me is not the one who takes me. A young war- 
rior who does not look at me takes me and rapes me. | leave my body 
while this is happening. I am in a state of utter and numbing grief. All I 
feel is the pain from losing my baby. I cannot talk—these people speak 
another language. I do not tell my sisters how I feel. We are all in numb- 
ing pain. We have lost our grandmothers, parents, children, and babies. 
We are so heavy in the heart, we just look at each other. The warriors 
even rape the boys. I am just sickened. This has not happened to these 
boys before. I have never seen such a thing. We are used in the way sick 
men use animals. 

We are taken a great distance. Each day we walk and move. The war 
party is trying to get far away from our homeland because the leaders 
know that our men would kill every one of them if they caught up. 1 am 
used constantly by different men and I have to cook for my abusers. 
These people have been completely dehumanized. I can feel that these 
men once had their humanity, but that their identity has been totally sto- 
len. The warriors are doing to us what has been done to them. | 
wonder. . . 

After three moons, I begin to live with the loss of my child. The way 
I do this is to meditate on the plants and trees. Children are like plants. 
We are all like plants. We are born, we live and die, and we are reborn 
again. I know that my child’s spirit will return again, just as 1 have once 
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known his spirit. This teaching is very deep for me. I also live through the 
pain of the long journey, Knowing that I might die, or I might not die. I 
am like a tree—maybe I will attain my growth and maybe will not. But I 
know I will come back again and again, just like the deep soil sprouts a 
new field of grain every spring. My heart and soul have room to absorb 
much pain because of our teaching about life and death. Some are sea- 
sons of pain. Some are seasons of joy. This is such a deep teaching among 
my people that the message holds true for me as I endure intense 
suffering. 

After three moons, we start to learn how to communicate. The win- 
ter ends, spring comes, and we have arrived at a territory where we can 
stop. Possibly there are few people here. Possibly the Shawano know the 
tribes of this area. For whatever reason, we set up a village near the river. 
This is a flat, muddy plain with much flowing water and few trees. This is 
the Platte River. The people who live on this river are fishermen. We can 
stay here for the summer without harm. We begin to learn to talk with 
each other, first with our eyes, then by sharing our words for the tools we 
work with. 

I am chosen by one of the men. He pushes the other men away one 
day and he takes me into his teepee. This house has sticks which come to 
a point with an opening to the sky. The lodge poles are wrapped with 
buffalo skins. He lets the other men know I belong to him. Then we 
begin time and space together. My consciousness is that I am like the 
leaves in the trees which blow with the wind. I have blown a long, long 
distance, and now J have blown into a shelter. Now I am with another 
tree and we will grow together. 

I am sitting in meditation wearing a deerskin dress with a secret 
pocket sewn into it. I remove an ancient turquoise from this pocket. This 
turquoise is a sacred stone that has been with my people for many years, 
and now I can finally sit alone and listen to the voice of the stone for 
awhile. I go into the Dreamtime by making spirals in my mind. | enter 
into a dream about all time before this moment. I make the four direc- 
tions within the circular tent, using pieces of painted deerskin: white for 
North, yellow for South, red for East, and black for the West. I enter my 
heart and thank the universe for my place with this man in this sacred 
space. I move very deeply into the Dreamtime and I ask Wakan Tanka for 
my woman power again. 

When these men took my body, I held my seed. We can control the 
time when we have children by watching the Moon and holding the 
seeds of the ancestors deep within. All of us have done this since we were 
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taken from our homeland. I now release my seed and I call back my child. 
I do not do this out of my own need, for I do not need this child. Children 
come through us as gifts from the universe. We must survive. These are 
my people now and I will bring a child from the universe. I ask for the 
return of my child because, in my meditation, my child called to me from 
the other side. This is a very, very great miracle which ends all my pain. 

We cannot release our seed if we are in a state of anger or fear. I go 
deeper and deeper into meditation. | enter a state in which, even if this 
man who chose me is the man who killed my child, I will still love him as 
father of the new child. I cannot know if this man who chose me is the 
one who carried me off or the one who crushed my child, because the 
war paint masked all the warriors on that fateful day. I assure Wakan 
Tanka that even if he is that man, I will still carry love for him in my heart 
and soul. We are the Lakota people, and we see our relationship to 
another as “I am yourself.” We cannot bring forth a child if we are angry 
in our hearts. If we did that, the child would be unable to feel Wakan 
Tanka as its spirit enters Earth. The child would be like a tree with no 
roots that is unable to reach for the Sun. We only seed a child from love 
and wonder. These warriors do not understand that teaching. Perhaps 
their own women knew? Our children are very great, very evolved, for 
we are the spiritual teachers of this land. We are Lakota. 

] enter a state of preparation so that I can conceive this child. Soon, 
six moons away, my belly swells and this man is pleased. This man is 
becoming more kind to me every day, for I use my woman power to 
please him. I give myself totally to pleasing him. As he learns that I am 
his center, his humanity returns. The pain of these people begins to leave 
their skins, their hands, their minds, their energetics. I see swirling circles 
of colors at their primary body energy points such as their hearts and 
stomachs. His red and brown is gone now, and] can see when his body is 
clear of the pain. I watch the rays of light, the waves of energy, passing 
off his body, and when his light is completely clear, I fuse my light with 
his during lovemaking, once, before our child comes. We become a star 
together and a new silence enters his soul. | spend much of my time in 
meditation, passing pain, passing anger. I am a being of great peace, filled 
with the wonderment of the black night sky. Iam one of great endurance 
and patience, like a rock. If I just wait, then all will be beautiful again. | 
have complete trust in Wakan Tanka. I only ask when I am in need, and 
when I ask, my request is given to me. I am a priestess. But, in my tribe, 
all women are priestesses. We are the sisters of the Moon. 

We modulate our energy with the Moon. We draw deep within, go 
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into silence. Then there are times when we are shining. We do moon 
sign, moon talk, by looking into each other’s eyes. Words are never spo- 
ken. When I! was a young girl, I was trained how to reflect the Moon by 
the grandmothers. The waxing and waning of the Moon is the breath of 
the Goddess who draws in and exhales the winds of the Sun, the breath 
of God. The men exist to shine like the Sun, and I give my energy to this 
man so he will be the Sun as he readies to be a father. I wonder if he was a 
father before his heart was broken? Were his own child and woman 
destroyed by warriors? When he shines like the Sun, there is life. We hunt 
our game and fish, and gather the berries, with no worries. These men 
are receiving wisdom from us because they are willing to feel again. 
Their need to hurt others is spent. 

I bring forth a child with the spirit of my son, but she is a girl child! In 
the survival teaching of this man’s tribe, when a man’s first child is a 
daughter, the child is put out on the rocks to be eaten by the vultures. 
The vulture and the maggot are the transmuters of life. There is space for 
many beings, and we all are transmuted by the vultures and maggots 
eventually. My center in the divine order of the universe is so absolute 
that I can even accept letting go of this daughter, this returned spirit of 
my heart, if her death is to come. For if there are too many female chil- 
dren, there will be too many babies born in the seasons and not enough 
hunters and warriors for survival. My heart is suspended because my first 
child was the warrior gift, and now my child has returned as daughter of 
the Moon. 

I have entered into oneness with this man. My heart beats when his 
heart beats, and part of my respect for him is not to speak out of turn. So 
I am silent. My sharing of my heart is so pure that I see he is going to 
allow me to keep this child, and I lower my eyes as my daughter moves 
her mouth for milk. Now I see with my astral body that he is the one who 
killed my son. I could not have received that wisdom until he took my 
female child and accepted her. I am overwhelmed by this teaching: If I 
had not given from my heart to this man since the very beginning, he 
would not have chosen my female child, because he would have been 
incapable of feeling love for her. I followed the wisdom of Wakan Tanka 
and my daughter is saved. I have saved my own child by loving and not 
being angry in my heart. This is a great teaching for one so young to 
receive. In another life, this child will be my mother, and I will patiently 
wait for her to choose life over death. We will also have divine sight 
together in that life. 
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In my life as Ti-a-no, Water Woman, I became a great medicine 
woman. This child was a great teaching for the universe, the gift of the 
life-force. I held faith in that powerful life-force for the people, and for 
myself, during a period of great agony for the native people of the land. | 
made my heart large so that pain could blossom into total love. This was 
about 200 years ago. I was born in 1720 and I died in 1795, the period 
when Tecpatl, the Solar God, returned to the Blue Star, Sirius, and 
gathered the new teaching of the reemergence of the Goddess. There 
was much more suffering, more thundersticks, and great pain. The 
period was a time of darkness before the light. The worst pain that I 
experienced was my people being attacked by other native people. 
There was tribe against tribe, our people against the white people, and 
warriors against children. But the time has come to open the secret teach- 
ings of the Blue Star. 


When Tecpatl reached the Blue Star, the Sisterhood of the Moon 
released the pain into water—Quiahuitl. White Buffalo Woman came to the 
men of my tribe carrying the Sacred Pipe of peace, the pipe of sacred red 
stone which hardens into granite in the Sun after removal from the Earth. 
This stone is the blood of the Goddess. 


The time of trial goes on and on, but the Sacred Pipe is smoked, 
always signifying the patience of the people waiting for the time when 
the red pipe will transmute into white stone. There is much movement of 
peoples from their homelands, many thundersticks, much death, much 
disease. I simply use my power to love and heal. I have great wisdom. 
The power is given to me by my new people because I know the medi- 
cine of herbs and animal spirits. ] watch the people coming and going. 
The seasons hold great pain and loss as our blood washes Mother Earth, 
and we thank the Earth for transmuting our blood into stone for our 
smokes for Wakan Tanka. 

I] am very close to my daughter, but she is also independent. I raise 
her until she is fourteen. She learns my ways, she works hard, and when 
she is fourteen, she is taken away to another tribe. I cannot control that 
part of my reality. | am under the rule of the Shawano. She is given by 
my mate to another tribe as a Maisu, a wife. Her people move a great dis- 
tance away. She returns three times, once with two children, later with a 
third. I cannot leave to go to her, but my staying does not matter. She and 
I have moon wisdom. We are both stars in the galaxy, eternally, and we 
are never out of touch with each other throughout all time. All I have to 
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do is look into her eyes to see that she has no anger. Our greatest teach- 
ing is to not hold anger, and the greatest joy a mother can have is for her 
own child to share the wisdom teaching with her. This teaching is later 
hidden by my tribe for a long time, but my daughter shares the knowIl- 
edge with me. Because of the moon wisdom in her eyes, I am able to let 
her go with no pain, and we both keep Moon lodge at the New Moon, 
thirteen times a year. You will know when peace has returned to Earth 
when the New Moon lodges are again kept by women, and when the 
men manifest the white pipe after the Earth has been saturated with the 
blood of native people. 


That lifetime was a time of great change, of great difficulty, and we gained a wis- 
dom teaching about survival. Life and death, and coming into our own power through 
time, is the wisdom teaching I bring forth in my current lifetime. That teaching is the 
wisdom that kept me alive then and now. I knew in this life as Barbara, from the very 
beginning, that there are many lifetimes. I had this knowledge in early childhood, and 
the larger perspective helped me remain strong during times of abuse. I always knew 
that happy times would come again. Whole species were annihilated before my very 
eyes. My brother and I didn't even know that when rabbits died in the fields and did 
not decompose during the hot midwest summer, that this was a sign of a grave disorder. 
We lived downriver from Dow Chemical, and the chemicals in the bodies of these ant- 
mals preserved them. All the while we lived in the midst of a new media culture in 
which the pain experienced in past lives was replayed daily at the movies and on the tele- 
vision sets. But, I have been sure that a time of Earth harmony and spiritual perfection 
would come again. Think about it... Every day now, you watch atrocities that once 
might have happened to you! All the war, rape, pillage, and plunder are being quickly 
rerun in front of your eyes, as if your own inner brain has become a video-cassette 
microcosm of history. That is because history is almost finished. 

But, in my present life, I had forgotten the teaching about not holding anger in the 
heart, because there was so much anger around me when I was very small. This is a 
teaching that is only accessible to those who are protected against the corrosive effect of 
anger when they are very young, usually by a mother who is at peace. There has been 
no peace on this planet for mothers during this century of war. Then, as the child grows 
and begins to be subjected to experience, the child must have the means to assimilate its 
experience. The assimilation of experience is possible for children in a culture which 
values and transmits myth—the story of growth through time. History is not the story 
of the people, it is his-story—the judgment of males. History is a convenient invention 
of facts designed to keep the people in place. Myth, our story, empowers the people to 
birth their creativity—their participation in the divine unfoldment. The culture of the 
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fifties in which I grew up offered no wisdom. There were no initiations, no ceremonial 
attunement to the cosmos. 

The teaching of the Lakota medicine woman is very similar to the wisdom that was 
being given at the Light Institute in Galisteo, New Mexico by Chris Griscom while I 
was writing this book. Now this teaching about releasing anger from the emotional 
body is spreading through the world. We are beginning a time of death, pain, and 
destruction similar to the genocide of the indigenous people, only this time the experience 
is planetary. Our inner anger is destroying this planet. We all know this, as signaled 
by the mass cultural movements to let go of addictions—material abuses which enable 
us to hold anger. But if we do not release the anger, we are doomed. We must now see 
that we return many times, fully choosing each return, driven by the hope for freedom 
which is the destiny of our souls. We are not alive until we honor the need for survival, 
for survival is the key to a species-level redefinition. 

For two thousand years under Christianity, we have come and gone as if asleep— 
a Piscean Age humanity stumbling through life as if we were still stuck in the primor- 
dial slime, as unconscious as amphibians not knowing whether we were on land or in 
water. When you come back again and again as if you have never come here before, you 
have no access to your own lifetimes of power or oppression. You do not know your own 
shadow, so you cannot recognize your oppressor from any other person. In my last life- 
time in the Victorian era, I was like that. I woke up my own Victorian lifetime! We 
must wake up from our long sleep or we will not love the planet enough to save her, or to 
save ourselves. We must remember the Indian ways which lie deep within us all: If we 
take the soul of another human or animal, or if we harm another being, in the long run 
we will have to return that stolen energy. If we see that we return again and again, then 
we will not disturb other lifeforms. My wisdom teaching as an Indian was to be able to 
give away everything that had been taken from me until my soul was given back by the 
person who was my oppressor. My power of love offered my oppressor the chance to feel 
love again. 


As Water Woman, Tiano, I observe that my daughter adores my 
mate. He is to her all the elements, the cosmos, the animals. He gives her 
his male spirit because she loves him so freely. I love him for that. There 
are deep teachings in this: The person who murders us is often the one 
who loves us most deeply. By allowing myself to release anger towards 
him, my time with him opens me for such great love. By not responding 
with anger, I do not steal my own capacity to love from myself. As for 
my daughter's relationship with her husband, she is well taken care of, 
and she freely loves her own husband because her father has loved her. 

] move to my death... 

I am lying on a bier dressed in white deerskin, beads, and feathers. | 
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am in full high-priestess dress because I know when] will die. I have cho- 
sen this time of my death, and I am not even organically ill. I’ve decided 
that my teaching is complete. 

I have asked for the ritual of I-ah-sha-ni-na-wah-ni, “the Eagle flies 
to the Sun,” the ritual of Shawano passage after being teacher for the 
tribe. I am lying on the raised platform with rocks supporting the wood. 
Dressed in the beautiful white deerskin, I am feeling dizzy with wonder- 
ment about the energy in my body. My hair is braided, | am cleaned and 
prepared, and| am very beautiful. Standing closest to me are three medi- 
cine men covered with feathers who wear bird masks. One of them is the 
hawk, one is the eagle, amd the last is the raven. The birdmen are stand- 
ing above and behind me. The eagle is above my crown chakra, the raven 
is on my left, and the hawk on my right behind my shoulders. All around 
us are the people, the grandmothers. The priestess who was taught by me 
sits below my feet. She is the priestess of White Buffalo Woman! And | 
am dressed as White Buffalo Woman! 

This is incredible. Because of my healing and wisdom ways, | have 
been given the opportunity to bring to the Shawano the teachings of 
White Buffalo Woman at my death. I am Lakota—from the Ancient 
Ones—and | will give to the Shawano our deepest wisdom. The energy 
of the priestess at my feet is to hold the force of the red pipe. Each bird 
priest has a basket with a small opening at the top which he holds at his 
solar plexus. Each birdman will receive, in this basket woven of reeds 
from the river, the true teaching of woman's wisdom. Energetically, 
White Buffalo Woman is sending the energy from below me, through 
my feet, through my body, out through my head, and into the baskets 
held in waiting by the birdmen. As I give them my life, the Shawano, an 
ancient tribe which almost lost faith in the future, receives the Lakota 
high wisdom teaching about not holding anger. This comes from body/ 
woman/Earth. 

This is an amazing ceremony. The year is 1795. We see that the white 
people are going to take our spirit and our land, and will try to kill the 
animals. The white people had great council fires of thirteen states in the 
East and even used our Native American wisdom to create their own 
confederation. I am rushing all these visions from our seers through my 
body, as our wisdom about not holding anger is placed in the three 
baskets at my death. 

I am going to go to the other side to Wakan Tanka, and I am shooting 
through my body a force, an energy which rushes through all my 
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chakras, my heart. I am shooting all of my life-force from White Buffalo 
Woman, through me, into the baskets. 

I become numb from white light, as if | am an electrical conduit, and I 
feel lightning go through my body. I hold the energy, encoding every 
cell with the liquid light, and I pass. I walk forward above my body, 
across the land where I became medicine woman, back to my ancient 
land by the Big River that I left when I was young, and then I go to the 
stars. My teachers welcome me with open hands. I am dressed for my 
return. The Sirians take me back when they see me, and they are joyful. 
Sirius shines my Lakota heart until I return to Earth. 


The three baskets are buried deep in a cave, and petroglyphs are carved 
in the rocks at the cave entrance by the medicine men. A long phase of vio- 
lence is about to intensify against the tribes. Our hunters and warriors will 
become strangely passive, waiting out the long siege. Our men will act very 
much like the Aztecs did at Tenochtitlan when Cortez arrived with ships 
adorned with great crosses, ships that were filled with disease and accompa- 
nied by a Catholic priest on Good Friday, I5I9 AD. Each summer, the medi- 
cine men will return to this sacred cave until it is time for the resurrection. 
For two hundred years, the birdmen and Moon priestesses will return to the 
caves to pray for their people during the trials and tribulations with 
Waisachu—the white people. The Lakota will abuse themselves with fire 
water to hold down their justifiable anger. Alcoholism will be chosen over 
hatred. lronically, as the time of healing draws nigh, the Waisachu will drown 
their own spirits in alcohol. The keepers of the Mother will contain the pain 
of abuse in their livers and not in their hearts. The Native American self- 
esteem will sink to a point where only death is desired, but still the keepers 
of the dream will not become angry. Their story will be seen in their eyes. 
Warriors will defend their women and children, but they will not hold anger 
in their hearts. At times the Waisachu will even abuse the Native Americans 
only because they are meek. 


Beginning in the 1970s, the Native Americans began to communicate with white 
men and women who were remembering the medicine ways. The Native Americans 
began to teach white people of pure heart. The prophecies had said that these teachers in 
white bodies would come, and that these people would be capable of learning medicine 
ways once the new planet of healing, Chiron, was seen in the skies. At this point the 
spirit in the land quickened as the cycle began moving to a convergence. The white sons 
and daughters of the divine found their own parents turning on them for their medicine 
ways, and these children also had to learn not to hold anger in the heart against their 
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oppressors—their own mothers and fathers. The medicine ways they had been given 
attuned them to the way Mother Earth expresses herself, and they found patience. 

The greatest teachers in Peru, Mayaland, Australia, and Africa, who had been in 
seclusion for hundreds of years, hiding the most powerful medicine teachings within 
their lineages, were called out to quicken the Earth at sacred sites starting in early 
1987. Teachers of new lineages discovered their power in sacred circle with them. The 
Nine Hells of the Aztecs, which was a phase of teaching about no more retribution— 
learning that the ultimate choice is to not become angry at beings the Creator loves—at 
last was complete. The time had come to open the baskets. 

In May of 1987, the medicine men and the priestesses returned to the sacred cave 
of the baskets to read the ancient signs again. The baskets were brought out and carried 
in the long walk to Pine Ridge. At Harmonic Convergence, the Sun Dance was per- 
formed to remember courage. The pierced dancers went beyond fear, opened their hearts 
which contained no anger, and felt hope in the future again, as all indigenous people 
awaited the New Dawn. The gift was given, and the Red Pipe which contained all the 
pain of their oppression was given away to a Catholic priest—carrier of the cross. The 
baskets were taken into secret ceremony so that the priest could not steal the power for 
himself. On Harmonic Convergence, the baskets were opened, the peace force was dis- 
persed to all four corners of the planet, and the Rainbow Warriors of Peace began a new 
age of knowing the spirit with no anger in the heart. 

White Buffalo Woman, at the exact moment of the setting Sun on the last evening 
before the New Dawn, August 17th, was flying in a great bird, leaving the planet from 
the land of the Great Lakes. She, a little girl of a few years of age, was in the center of 
the purification fires of the passing age of technology. Like the elixir in the alchemical 
fire, she was found alive, magically sheltered by the lifeless body of her mother. She sur- 
vived the time of fire to serve as messenger of the Goddess. The legend of Icarus, the 
male spirit who flies into the fires of the Sun, was reborn as a symbol of survival in 
these times. She was amidst the rubble of the end of the Nine Hells, her moon eyes peer- 
ing out of the ashes. 
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MESSAGES FROM THE 
PLEIADES 


We all exist as a symbiosis of our stellar and third-dimensional selves. Sym- 
biosis is the living together of two dissimilar organisms. Such associations are advanta- 
geous or necessary to one or both organisms, and are so close that one body may be 
unconscious of the other. The organism may think it exists alone. You may think you 
exist alone. 

Like the deep and resonant tone of a great organ in the sanctuary of an ancient 
cathedral, the sound of the stars is being heard by us now. And, as if they have been 
existing in a great mansion and are just beginning to realize that a tiny heart is beating 
in one of the empty rooms, the stars are now listening to Earth. This remembering of the 
story of Creation is a holometamorphic awakening that brings ecstasy to Earth reality. 
Suddenly we know that we do not exist alone. Our threat of self-annihilation is not so 
paralytic when we remember that we are not the only planet in the cosmos journeying to 
the divine. 

We have reached that point when we must open to mystery. There is no other way. 
Remember, the male principle evolves, the female principle is everlasting. At this point, 
we are ready for ascension, for reunion with our stellar selves. 

I first felt lonely when I realized there was a part of me that was located in a place 
far away. I could not imagine where this place was, but I began to miss that place more 
and more. As my loneliness intensified, my emptiness within got bigger and bigger. 
My maturation process was enlarging me for the capacity to contemplate infinity. More 
and more, I stared into the deep night sky, the place of truth which the Age of Enlight- 
enment has tried to obscure by drowning the Earths surface in artificial light. 

In their modern ways of obsessive control, scientists sense that we will finally 
remember the truth by recommuning with the stars. They waste the resources of Earth 
to put men in spaceships. Scientists attempt to disprove astrology as they compulsively 
try to claim all space as a new laboratory for instruments of war and the technology of 
space exploration. But still the microcosm resonates with the macrocosm. 
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Beware, patriarchy! For in my crazy labyrinthian journey to the farthest reaches of 
consciousness, I reconnected with my stellar self. While you spent all your time and all 
of the resources of Earths people on your shuttles, satellites, and rockets, I and the peo- 
ple remembered an ancient home. In your desperate attempts to control the next frontier, 
to find another land you could annihilate with your inner hatred, you also awakened 
the goddess of the sky. Now the eye of the Creator is fixed on you again. The ancient 
dragon has awakened. Let us return to Alcyone, central star of the Pleiades, said by the 
Mayan, Hunbatz Men, to be the very center of the Milky Way Galaxy. . . 


This universe is astral blue and lime green. | see radiant light extend- 
ing from a white building complex 200 yards away. I am standing on a 
pure white, polished marble step which is at the top of white marble 
steps coming out of a Greek classical building. The rays of light are sen- 
sual, and the shapes of the buildings are similar to Art Deco. 

I am a woman and my name is Allini. ] wear a silver robe which falls 
to the step from a jewelled catch on my right shoulder. The robe has slits 
for my arms. Underneath it I wear a sheer, long, draped pink dress which 
is very feminine. My sandals are silver and I wear diamonds. The jewels 
hang from my ears and sparkle in my tiara. One stone is set in a band on 
my forehead over my third eye. Another large, diamond pendant of 35 
to 40 carats is on my throat, its diamonds set in platinum. My hair is 
straight, long, and black, and pulled tightly under the band. I have per- 
fect, delicate, light skin, and blue eyes. My lips are thin and well formed, 
my nose is straight. You know me on Earth as a statue of Athena. 1am a 
paradigm of feminine beauty. My hands are white, my fingers long and 
thin, and the diamonds sparkle, sending sensuous rays of color in every 
direction. We rarely have clouds here. There is always sunlight captured 
in the diamonds reflecting on the white marble. 

I am standing in a courtyard. The building behind me has nine, forty- 
foot-tall, fluted columns. The people walking around are all wearing 
long capes of deep purple, astral blue, and green, which flow to the mar- 
ble. Only those of the most clear consciousness wear diamonds. The 
other colors show different levels of spiritual growth. I stand alone look- 
ing at the courtyard and the people, and | am in balance, health, and 
peace. The climate and colors are perfect. 

I see this universe in my pineal gland. The building in front of me is 
the Hall of Records. ] watch the people go in and out. I can change my 
perceptions to see absolutely no people here, or I can tune into frequen- 
cies of people, or I can tune myself out. I am in contact with a very fast 
level of vibration and can move time backward and forward. 
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I move to the center of the Hall of Records. In the middle of the 
building is a pool with a water fountain surrounded by green grass, 
plants, and flowers. The scene is as beautiful as the most exquisite paint- 
ing ever created on Earth. I am sitting infused with my own beauty and 
the beauty of this place. I have come here to meet a young man. I do not 
wait, for time does not exist. I am at peace in the midst of a total com- 
munion with my environment. There is no time or place. I can be either 
on Earth or on Alcyone as I sit here. I am simply a part of an energy field, 
just existing. When he appears, that is when he exists. 

When I return, the people of Alcyone find me here, since | actually 
live on Earth at this moment. There are five steps down to the pool. First 
a unicorn appears, standing on a stairway; then the young man appears. 
He sees me and is happy as he walks toward me and sits down next to me. 
The vibrations are not physical like they are on Earth. This is a non- 
physical dimension and he is a visible energy field. He is young, hand- 
some, and dressed in white. He is my peer. We communicate with our 
third eyes. Iam welcomed back for a rest. My third eye is throbbing as he 
questions how | am. 

I have come back because I am out of touch. I have been trying hard 
to figure out how things work on Earth. I have returned for more gui- 
dance about my search on Earth, and for the peace and harmony | feel 
here. I have returned to find a way to be more on Earth as I am here—the 
Goddess. I must manifest the Great Goddess on Earth, for I love Earth 
and the planet is close to self-destructing. 

I come to this courtyard only when I have come for a gift. ] am asking 
for the opportunity to take energy from this place to Earth because the 
Earth is changing now. I want to take this energy to Earth as others are 
doing. We have met here in the courtyard of the Hall of Records so that I, 
as teacher, may be given more instructions about how to resonate this 
energy field more powerfully on Earth. 

He takes my hand, stands up with me, and we walk behind the pool 
to a cascading waterfall. There are stairs on each side of the waterfall 
which rise up to a temple. Overhanging trees and flowers canopy the 
stairs. He walks on the left staircase and I walk on the right, as we hold 
hands with the water falling between us. We walk up to the temple, 
which is made of a huge, open shell backed with white marble and blue 
glass. Then we walk up a staircase in front of the seashell to a raised pul- 
pit. We stand together and turn around in the pulpit to look back down 
on the temple floor. Arches behind the seashell rise and curve like the 
inner bowl of the sky, and below, a throng of people dressed in green, 
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purple, and astral blue robes is waiting for us. My teacher stands slightly 
behind me with his left hand in-between my shoulder blades, pressed 
firmly on my back. I feel like J am in the center of a star with energy 
waves moving out. I move forward, raise my hands, and speak to the peo- 
ple of Alcyone, central star of the Pleiades: 

“I have returned from Earth to bring news to you. I have come here to 
make an announcment about the Earth. The Earth has become conscious 
of its time cycles at last! I have returned here to tell you that Earth suc- 
ceeded in awakening sacred sites on Harmonic Convergence. Various 
humans felt the waveform of our beam on Earth! We resonated the 
Earth's core crystal into a correct resonance with the center of the Sun. 
The connection happened as the song of the Rainbow Warriors went to 
the Earth’s core crystal. This set up solar resonance and then reawakened 
the Earth vortexes to the spiraling of the Galactic Center! There is molten 
iron in the center of the Earth like the center of an egg, and the liquid in 
the shell is in balance with the Sun. Now, Earthlings will reawaken 
ancient memories of themselves as Mayans. The humans will begin to 
feel our seven stars as their center, and our star—Alcyone—as their 
exact center point. For the first time in the history of Earth, Earth is in 
correct balance to its own Sun, and the stellar self of Earthlings awakens 
as they attune to their Sun as a star. 

“Tl have accomplished my mission on Earth, which was to exist on 
Earth with many other star teachers as willing receivers of Earth energy 
so that this harmonic could activate. All will shift because this has hap- 
pened. I am now able to return to you more frequently, to exist here 
longer, and to give complete reports about the status of the Earth. We 
will now have galactic consciousness on Earth. It has been hard to be lost 
on Earth for so long, to not know our origins as we entered material 
form. I will exist on Earth from now on in perfect contact with the Galac- 
tic Center, along with the other Rainbow Warriors. We remembered our 
origins once we were quickened. Like a new species coming into form, 
we woke up. Because the Earth-core/Sun balancing has occurred, the 
possibility exists for a being of our density to exist simultaneously on 
Earth and on a star, and to be conscious of both places. 

‘As all of you know, I have been monitoring the rocket technology 
on Earth. We have decided in the Alcyone Council that Earth will not be 
able to do certain activities in space. When space technology is for scien- 
tific purposes which will further the evolution of Earth, then scientists 
will be permitted to advance. Examples of such advances are the brilliant 
successes of Pioneer 10 and Voyager. However, as soon as space technol- 
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ogy is utilized for military purposes, a different situation prevails, and 
Alcyone will block the militaristic use of space. That is the desire of the 
goddess of Alcyone. I am known on Earth as Nut and as her daughter 
Isis, as Artemis, Inanna, and Erishkigal. My power to save creation is 
enhanced by freewill support from Earth people who do not support the 
use of space by the military. 

“If the men and women of Earth do not want to extend war into the 
skies, such conflict will not continue. People have long forgotten the dor- 
mant synchronistic law: that what Earth desires either assists or inhibits 
the stellar dimensions of the cosmos. Individuals on Earth have gotten 
lazy because the methods of stellar fusion have been lost to them for a 
long time. But fusion was remembered during the spring equinox of 
1989. Now the Mayan temple complexes are being opened by the Rain- 
bow Warriors, the bridges to us are being rebuilt, and people are remem- 
bering how to attune to the stars again. At the spring equinox of 1989, 
when Mars and Jupiter were conjunct the Pleiades, the Mayan initiatic 
centers were opened. Earth people are remembering stellar language, 
remembering the cosmic symbols, and if the ancient bridge can be 
reconnected—from the pineal gland in Earth people to the Galactic 
Center—then war will end. 

“The difficulty with Earth is that the secret covens of the military are 
much more evil there than most people can imagine. At this point, we 
have succeeded in the following way. We have reached the most influen- 
tial military scientists and political leaders, and these humans know we 
are real. We have told them that we will not allow military use of space 
technology, and the scientists are really dumbfounded. First of all, scien- 
tists know that UFOs exist, and we have programmed some of our mes- 
sages into Earth computers. Humans can’t stop us. The scientists are so 
disturbed by our interference that they are considering polluting the 
atmosphere with radiation, specifically plutonium. The scientists know 
that the one element which Pleiadians cannot tolerate is plutonium, and 
they are actually considering releasing plutonium even if it destroys all 
life—including their own sons and daughters! We cannot incarnate into 
Earth form if the atmosphere of the Earth contains much more pluto- 
nium, for our vibration is intensely disturbed by this element. We are 
very sensitive. This element causes cancer and destruction of the 
immune system—protection against viruses from space—which took 
billions of years to develop. The purpose of the Space Shuttle Program is 
to send liquid plutonium out into space from Earth, so that we cannot 
return to Earth and Earth people will not remember their stellar selves. 
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Scientists who are trying to do this are the Men in Black from Orion” 


At the mention of the Men in Black from Orion, I had to let myself know! Great 
Goddess of the stars, if you have any place in your being that even believes the Men in 
Black can steal your exquisite integrity, it will weaken you! Within your soul is the 
Lakota medicine woman, since all time is spherical. If these Men in Black are outside 
herself/myself, this will darken the heart. 

Into my body. . . 

The left-shoulder, galactic point to the right brain is severely blocked and full of 
pain. All the gall bladder and liver points are open, for I have cleared being violated in 
this life. The galactic point is severely stressed because this spot is a connection point to 
the energy hologram making it possible for scientists to participate in deliberate murder. 
I want to know the source of the evil, to know how abuse works, allowing humans to 
destroy life and the future of their own species. I ask for the release of the Emerald Rec- 
ords of Orion, and a rasping voice comes in rather reluctantly. The voice of Khnum, the 
oldest god of wisdom in Egypt before Thoth, speaks: 


The Men in Black from Orion have infiltrated Earth at this time because 
of the level of technology attained. In the last Orion battle against Earth 
26,000 years ago, when Pisces last precessed into Aquarius, the chance for 
the cosmic leap—total attunement to our center, the Pleiades—was avail- 
able. But Earth people were still too primitive to accomplish an evolutionary 
leap because they were enslaved to the will of the gods, their teachers. The 
Men from Orion caused a great cataclysm—the Fall of Atlantis—but the Men 
in Black did not succeed in their ultimate goal, which was to wrest the minds 
of men from the gods. The “official sources of information’—historians, 
anthropologists, archaeologists, and psychologists—deny the history of 
Atlantis because, if they admitted to it, people would remember that 
destruction has occurred before. Then humans would have a greater hope of 
identifying the way evil works to trick them out of their freedom. 26,000 
years ago, Earth could have evolved into auttonomy—an evolution of con- 
scious lifeforms freely choosing the highest good—love. Once love is freely 
chosen, control and blind obedience are overcome. 

The Men from Orion once had the opportunity to become autonomous 
beings. Refusing to do so with full awareness about their choice, the Men in 
Black opted for the brave path of negative polarity. For, balance can only 
come from positive and negative polarity. But let us recognize their part in 
the present crisis on Earth. Their ancient battle was with the Nibiruans and 
Sirians, and their struggle is recorded in the many legends about fratricide: 
Horus and Set in Egypt, Cain and Abel in the Hebrew Bible, and Quetzal- 
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coatl and Tezcatzlipoca in Mesoamerica. As long as one is in a karmic cycle, 
one must choose a role until one’s own part in the drama is recognized. We 
are not free of the struggle if we believe that opposing forces are different 
from our own selves. In that recognition lies the truth. 

The Men from Orion are the ones who set up the paradigm of good 
against evil, of original sin against grace, of all hierarchies involving judgment 
on Earth. Due to this paradigm of one part against another—the essential 
flaw inhuman DNA, which will be repaired in [989—Earth people are always 
“against” instead of ‘for’. That Is the test of the times. That is why the sym- 
bol for the Age of Pisces is two fish swimming in opposition in the water, 
which represents the duality of the emotions. The Pleiadeans have been 
radiating the Earth with love energy since the incarnation of Christos, for the 
Piscean Age is the time to prepare for the critical leap into Aquarius. The 
Mayans are the ones most conscious of the stellar source of integrated 
energy systems available for Earth to find peace. And, the Mayans made 
great progress at the beginning of the Age of Pisces when these medicine 
teachers taught the Nibiruans about the Dreamtime. This caused the ancient 
Sirian teachers to release Earth like a bird leaping into flight. 

The twentieth century is the greatest critical leap time in the cycle, 
because the Men in Black are heavily incarnated on Earth during this period. 
This is the same transition time when these men caused a war on Earth 
before. Their particular skill is in setting up situations which encourage evil 
choices during phases of high technology. These covert cosmic visitors often 
wear dark blue suits with white shirts and red ties. Most people on Earth 
remember their influence during the Fall of Atlantis, and this fear of ancient 
cataclysm causes an almost total mental paralysis upon encountering the 
Men in Black. The Men in Black are involved in dilemmas of moral choice at 
this time which are similar to earlier periods of choosing control over love. 
Even the Men in Black may be capable of choosing life over war at this critical 
leap time, and thus forever cease choosing to be conscious agents of evil. If 
they do so, then evil will turn to light. 

The Men in Black are being given this chance by being offered conscious 
experiences of their own love, their own positive energy. This is the Goddess 
at work. She is succeeding when you see priests getting married and soldiers 
ceasing to fight because men can no longer stand to kill innocent civilians. 
Since August I6th, 1987, people have been finding themselves in the middle 
of some very confusing emotional relationships. Many individuals are realizing 
that souls on the dark side are drawn to them in order to set up situations in 
which the dark forces might be given their last chance to choose to cease evil 
action. Positive energy predominates over negative, but the Men from Orion 
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have charged the karmic memory pattern with much negative experience, 
which people tend to revert to. It is important to be in the present time after 
August of 1987, for, by 1992, every individual with whom you have ever 
experienced evil in past lives will manifest in your life. Welcome them as your 
teachers. 

The exact moment when the Men in Black rejected creation is the only 
moment in which they can feel! So when you see sexual addiction, love of 
violence, hatred of self, know that these human poisons are a desperate cry 
for release by the imprisoned soul which is seeking surrender. Orion first 
learned to feel while using power and control, not by letting go to a larger 
force. So, when you find yourself hating another, being enslaved to an addic- 
tion, or enjoying the bizarre outward expressions of the inner evil of the End 
Times, then go to the love, to the light exploding within the chakras of your 
body. 


We have received the Records of the Orion Wars from Khnum, and 
we return to Allini speaking to the people of Alcyone: 

“IT am a member of the Galactic Federation whose main work is 
starseeding—birthing creative forms for the knowing of dimensions 
higher than the third. I have gone to Earth from Alcyone often during 
this time to participate in the third crisis with Orion, with the Men in 
Black. In the first crisis, the Earth was in danger of collision with a comet 
from the early days of galactic formation. During deep meditation in the 
galactic core, we discovered a method to correct such catastrophes by 
creating a harmonic—a perfect waveform—an integrated, solar-system 
hologram which would then exist in harmony with the larger hologram 
of the universe. We discovered, quite to our own amazement, that when 
any form initiates harmony, form cannot be disrupted, for a form in har- 
mony breathes with God. We were shown a series of visions by the Crea- 
tor about how this works. Next, we were imprinted with the awareness 
that harmony is eternal only if we consciously attune to the resonant 
form by breathing with the Creator. This is why the Mayans are opening 
the temples and teaching seekers how to breathe with the Creator again. 
Then the harmony needed to resolve the third and last crisis with Orion 
can be attained. Earth must be energized to reflect upon itself so that the 
opportunity to free Earth and Orion is not missed. 

“The Creator showed us how this works by allowing us to look into 
the mirror which reflects creation back upon itself. This is the supreme 
teaching that harmony comes from seeing oneself in the essence of all 
that is. The Creator showed us that this teaching is survival itself, for if 


Messages from the Pleiades / 189 


the Creator forgot to look into the cosmic mirror to know that he/she 
was there, existence would cease at that moment! That is why initiated 
native peoples celebrate the rising of the Sun each morning. The Sun 
would not rise if it were not prayed with by those it shines its light upon! 
That is why the Sun—Hunab Ku—needed to be prayed with at sacred 
sites on the morning of the New Dawn. Existence happens only by the 
knowing of existence! When you are in the soul, within the temple, con- 
templating, you see the mirror—the living energy of the Pleiades— 
center of the Milky Way which spirals out symbols and ages of time, 
which form dimensions. 

“The Men from Orion are the agents of the big lie. In the beginning, 
we were instructed by the Creator about how to attain harmony, and we 
each selected different teachings which are reflected in our work today. 
We have only become conscious of the full extent of the agenda since 
1982, when the signals from Arcturus broke through the control of 
Orion. At that point, Arcturus activated the Mayan centers in the brains 
of certain individuals, and we began receiving clues from the main galac- 
tic brain circuit. This was a breakthrough, because Orion had been 
monitoring technological developments on Earth with great sophistica- 
tion. The Men in Black have held the dominant paradigm on Earth: The 
belief that Earth is the only place in the universe with conscious life- 
forms, and that any human who thinks there is life anywhere else in the 
universe is a cuckoo brain. Meanwhile, as the presence of high intelli- 
gence in space has become increasingly apparent to many intelligent 
humans, Orion has engaged in a program of seeding walk-ins— Orion 
robots—on Earth. The walk-ins, or stellar personalities in human bodies, 
are attempting to end their Earth debt by releasing themselves from 
previous evil acts. They do this by means of particular learning experi- 
ences which will cause them to either again choose evil or to surrender to 
the exquisite breathing with God. There is little time left, for soon, evil is 
to cease being an agent of evolution. The path of negative polarity has 
already contributed its full teaching about choosing love, and its agents 
will be sucked into negative space/time in 1992. All must listen to the 
screaming of the souls within—the uncleared evil experiences—and 
learn to love all manifestations of the self again. 

“Many Men from Orion live on Earth now because these are the End 
Times. If you ever doubt the outcome of this magnificent time of choice, 
know that God suffers with you. The Creator can barely tolerate holding 
this time of freedom open as he/she waits for the last sheep to return to 
the keep. You know many in your own life in the midst of this struggle. 
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You can observe people at this time wrestling with the test of taking 
power as if free will is a boa constrictor at their throats. Offer them love 
during their terrible tests. The teachings are coming from pain and 
ecstasy, and you cannot wisely choose one side or the other until you 
have experienced both. That is why so many of the teachers at this time 
had childhoods of great pain and suffering. They needed to totally free 
themselves from emotional conflicts at an early age, so that they could 
open up to remember the ecstasy of being alive on Earth. 

“We, the Pleiadians, are teachers about love, but we have things to 
learn at this exquisite leap time. We are timeless about how we love; we 
simply radiate love; but now we are to personalize our love. Love is an 
experiential resource which only exists if we are loving. We are now 
being put to the test by our physical incarnations on Earth, and many of 
us have chosen experiences that have made us scream in the night— 
desperate sounds heard all the way to the stars. Our Pleiadian heart has 
opened as we now hear Earth crying in the night. The beam from us has 
become a Rainbow Bridge from the stars to Earth. 

“Now my Pleiadian galactic point—the pineal gland in my third- 
dimensional self—is activated, and | will tell you exactly the events 
transpiring on Earth. The Men from Orion have decided to commence 
their third battle, which is going on right now. The Men in Black are 
tempted to trigger humans into a nuclear conflict in order to gain ulti- 
mate control. The pollution of the Earth and the paralysis of well- 
meaning people is a behavior pattern from the first two wars in this solar 
system. For these Men in Black, who are true fallen angels, this is their 
third and last knock, and could open the door to reunion. If they make 
the conditions on Earth bad enough, no one but themselves will be left 
on Earth, for beings from Orion can tolerate high levels of radiation 
because the stars there are extremely dense. Orion immune systems are 
very strong, since their low level of vibration enables them to tolerate the 
typical modern diet and exposure to pollution and toxic chemicals. And, 
since their agenda is negative, the Men in Black are not agonized about 
the genocide of the species. 

“In the last battle, 26,000 years ago, crystals were implanted in the 
etheric bodies of people by the Orion Atlanteans. The Arcturian Atlan- 
teans made a deal with the Orion Atlanteans: The Arcturians agreed to 
set up a planetary stabilization program in this solar system that would 
culminate in a great balancing between 0 AD and 2012 AD. The Arctu- 
rians did this with the full agreement that Orion would not interfere with 
the cosmological stabilization until 2012 AD. The Men from Orion were 
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allowed, in return, to implant crystals in the etheric bodies of certain peo- 
ple which were set to be released between August 16, 1987 and August, 
1992. These crystals contain programs which trigger beings from all parts 
of the galaxy into karmic experiences required by the Men from Orion 
to offer them one more chance to discover free choice. To put the matter 
simply, players in the game were put into process in the midst of the End 
Time cycle, because this is actually a game that most people would rather 
sit out. The way out of this labyrinth is the Dreamtime. 

“The apotheosis of the End Times has created a unique opportunity 
for souls who have failed tests before to move into galactic synchroniza- 
tion for all beings. All beings involved with Earth will be present to play 
out this drama. Every lost sheep will be heralded by the shepherds, 
which is why the Hebrew Bible emphasizes that the Creator will wait for 
the last one. This is the Orion Factor—the chance to consciously reflect 
on all that has been, as the Creator reflects on creation eternally in the 
mirror of time. This is the Mayan teaching of the Smoking Mirror—look 
in the mirror without your mask, and contemplate the very thing you do 
not want to see— your own participation in evil. 

“Now the crystals are being removed. This solar system is stable, but 
that does not mean a cosmic catastrophe cannot occur. This solar system 
is stabilized—in harmony with the Galactic Center. The crystals are 
implanted with a variety of interesting programs which are now being 
cleared from consciousness and the PSI bank—the accumulated knowl- 
edge of all time. The Men from Orion knew that Earth would undergo 
another struggle at this point between the positive and negative forces. 
Therefore, many of the key crystals were programmed to help their 
cause. The end phase of the plan is to bring in walk-ins from Orion in 
order to use the crystals to maximum advantage. This paradigm was first 
contemplated by Earthlings at the Nuremberg Trials, when inferior war- 
riors were found guilty of obeying the Nazis who ordered them to com- 
mit atrocities. These warriors obeyed their commanders because these 
commanders controlled them like robots, due to the crystals. Earth began 
to look at the evil resulting from the following of outside orders. 

“The people containing these crystals have been under tremendous 
stress since Harmonic Convergence. The only way to rebalance is to 
allow yourself to look at your own dark side and to observe, very 
intently, the individuals who have come into your life and triggered you 
into actions which you would rather avoid. If the Nazi warriors had 
already faced their past participation in evil, Hitler could not have trig- 
gered them. Orion has even programmed a scenario in which the people 
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who can stop the radiation on Earth and space will cop out at the last min- 
ute. If this seems like an outlandish scenario, consider that computers 
have now manifested which can teach us about how programming 
works. Now is the time for us to get to know all the ‘write protected’ pro- 
grams in our lives. 

“The Orion crystals are programmed to convince you that the radia- 
tion will not really hurt your children, your Earth. A military man on 
Earth, when asked about putting liquid plutonium into space, said, ‘It 
can't pollute anything up there!’ Clearly, like all of us, he has been in 
other star systems and galaxies, he knows the statement is a lie, but his 
crystal is programming him to says something utterly stupid. You can see 
how deepseated the problem is by considering the American election 
after Harmonic Convergence, when all participants acted like robots and 
wore dark suits with red ties.” 


I am getting a headache as the thoughts about crystals make me think of Tikal, the 
hardest issue I have been looking at. There is still a part of me that feels separate from 
me! I return to Tikal to ask about the bargain I made in that ceremony which caused me 
to take a drug that blocked my freedom of choice. 


I am inside the pyramid with six priests. | am the seventh. “I am the 
kachina, Itzanna. I chose to come down here as the stellar body of this 
priest. I have agreed to be in this place for this ceremony.” 

Priest: “You are kachina—star-being—but we have a special little 
treat for you. We need you for another task today. . . 1am from Orion. I 
am also kachina, and I want you to know that you are acting according to 
the desires of the Orion Factor today. | am here to make sure that you feel 
every action you commit on this last day of the Nine Hells.” 

I am shocked. I was trained to be the agent for carrying out a certain 
evolutionary program, but now he tells me that this ceremony activates 
Orion. He is a major Man in Black from Orion. I realize that the only way 
he can be here is because my auric field is damaged. I am filled with guilt 
that my auric field has allowed an Orion intervention here. Now the 
ritual of seven can set up a planetary program. Just like the etheric body 
crystals, the temple sites are programmed on the etheric plane to time- 
radiate forms into Earth historic processes. I also know that this will cre- 
ate time repercussions for me, that my participation will result in the crea- 
tion of karmic experiences which will later activate this part of my brain 
circuitry. I see it all. . . the future. 

Priest: “You are my agent for feeling all that happens here today so 
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that this feeling hologram will be activated in 1942. For example, in you 
will be energy cells that will block Einstein from feeling his actions. Ein- 
stein is a Pleiadian leader who will be incarnated for the opportunity to 
feel the crying in the cells, the pain in the water, the agony of the forced 
fire. Your program at Tikal will assist him in not feeling the truth he 
intuits. In your program, in your own body, will be the Fall, Edward 
Teller, NASA, and Dow Chemical. This will exist in you until you let go 
of the big lie—that Tikal, or any crystal, or any matter, can hold negative 
programs from any source. As long as you believe that, you will come 
again and again into situations just like this one, and you will agree to 
play the game rather than let go. You, yourself, cause the evil you hate.’ 

Itzanna: “But, I really don’t want to play a role in this ceremony.” 

Priest: “Fine. Do you see that sexual aggression/possession is not sep- 
arate from you? Do you see your nascent female being crying from 
within for balance with your form—your male self —in this life? If so, 
leave right now!” 

He stares at my auric field as | feel dulling in my head. I go within, 
searching desperately for any female within. I know I only have a second. 
My heart is pounding! I see an infinitesimal little girl in my gut who tries 
to scream, but she has no voice! The Man in Black from Orion gestures 
impatiently to the priest next to me who carries the pulque, the drug. It 
will blow open all my chakras, all my feeling centers, and force me to 
take it in. He says, “Taking control is always so easy here.” 


He disappears and I am staring into the face of the kachina who was there before 
the Man in Black walked in. In my life as Barbara, I have a memory of this mask 
encapsulating a male essence frozen into a warrior. It soaks the feminine heart with 
pain, to sprout its inner seed of the Tree, and obsessively drives me to monitor the mili- 
tary/industrial space program. As Barbara, I can recognize the Men in Black, but they 
cannot recognize me. They think I am a cartoon character because I have been served up 
to the culture as Boopsie—a stereotypical, female airhead. I went down to Tikal to 
defuse my part in the program of male control by claiming my own male part of the 
warrior teaching. My ability to clear my own guilt and emotions, all my own shadows 
within, opens energy to help break down the control which is strangling Mother Earth. 
Again, I must feel the obsessive hatred of the feminine which creates ecocide, so that | 
might change the feelings of just one human. 

Back in my right shoulder, the galactic point is cleared and there is no pain left in 
the muscle. My auric field will clear because I know that I am controlled by no being or 
galactic point. I do this work because I love this planet and believe that every hideous 
violence against nature first originated in a dark place within a human. When I see a 
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dying tree, I feel the poison of my own blood system. When the lake I lived on as a child 
died, every fish gasping for breath was an inner voice of my own. I have lived a long 
time so that I would be ready to help remove all the barriers we have created against the 
power of the Goddess. I am prepared to know my teachers from the other side. | am 
beyond responding to them with judgment. I am ready to be a child in the cosmos 
instead of a parent who fully knows the universe and controls reality. If holding myself 
guietly until my inner child is free seems odd, remember that any communion with the 
other side is numinous—fully conscious of the holy. 


I return to Alcyone, to the central record temple with my teacher. | 
have asked him to instruct me about the Luciferian Rebellion, for now 
that I have cleared my own experience of turning from divinity, I want to 
know about the primordial rejection of the Creator. I am having great dif- 
ficulty understanding how this has functioned because | have been trying 
to look at the rebellion from an Earth perspective. My teacher has come 
from Andromeda Galaxy, the spiral form which represents the physics of 
the universe—the central laws of creation. The rebellion can only be 
understood from Andromeda. My teacher instructs me about the rebel- 
lion of the angels. 


In the beginning, the light was created like the diamonds all over my 
body. The creation exploded and exploded and exploded. Matter had no 
limits and the cells spread out to infinity—the zero point which accesses holi- 
ness. There were some energies present that wanted to be able to contain 
the light, but these forms could not define themselves unless the light could 
be contained. So, the first forms uncomfortable with infinity thought the very 
first thought of all time: If existence could limit a primordial form, define that 
form, explain how it works, then matter would be comprehensible—both 
physical and definable. This thoughtform came into being by needing 
definition—by moving out of zero. These first forms seeking identity created 
self-definition which made existence in zero, in numinosity, impossible for 
them. As soon as this thoughtform materialized, identity formed a 
hierarchy—a structure of existence called Jacobs Ladder. 

| can feel this process happening as thought and thought and thought. 
This idea created itself into a series of processes and beings who defined, 
limited, and controlled matter. This universe of processes and experiences 
was not made by the universal cosmic Creator: This world with a beginning 
and end was created by a lesser urge, the Demi-Urge, which expressed itself 
as ‘the gods.” On Earth, we have experienced this creation as the Luciferian 
Rebellion, the Orion Agenda, the communion with the cycle of the gods 
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who came down which is now coming to a close. Before the creation of the 
third dimension—a universe brought into existence so that we could con- 
sciously learn how to be ina holy state, zero, the numinous—before matter, 
time, and form, there was only the infinity of God and the Void/feminine. 
Once consciousness or thought occurred, the Void was threatened by the 
possibility that nothingness had no existence. The Void felt the desire to 
define nothingness! Once this process of separation began—a duality into 
self/other—a whole series of experiences was initiated in order to manifest 
existence. At this point—the Alpha—the Creator withdrew its name, for the 
opposite of definition is naming—unifying. Listen to me very carefully now, 
for the scientists on Earth are trying to steal the Creator’s name by calling the 
first laser for Star Wars, Alpha. 


If you know yourself, you can name yourself. If you name yourself, you 
are not defined, you simply exist in the numinous. You are centered in the 
nothingness. The animals named themselves and God was blessed. 

Isis tricked the Creator God into giving her his name. He had defined 
himself as lesser God and called himself he. Isis saw this and tricked him into 
naming himself for her, and he fell to the Earth in flames. 

Propitiation and sacrifice began, the first burden of Earth. For no one 
sacrifices to the divine. Sacrifice is the definition of self of the lesser gods. 


I have lost this need for definition in creation, but once ego—who am 1?—obsessed 
me. Definition is the original confusion which has been reverberating down through 
time on this planet. The only thing that counteracts this process is naming the self by 
exploring ones own creativity. Our link to the galaxy is through art, beauty, and love, 
which frees us from materialism—addiction to things we are conditioned to believe we 
need, Creativity, or moving into experience with the Creator, is more powerful than any 
force, even materialism. We can only create if we trust the process and let go of control. 
There must be no judgment about results or about reasons for creating in the first place. 
Any judgment instantly catalyzes the numinous into form. If healers stop to ask why 
they heal, artists why they art, lovers why they love, then experience falls back into deft- 
nition, which blocks God's delight! Just by asking a question about existence, one 1s 
open to the negative path. 

The pathway is simple trust. If we trust in the cosmic plan, we do not have to ques- 
tion anything. It is fine to be curious. Curiosity is a high function of being. But the trick 
is to never lose total trust in the eventual outcome of existence. The fallen angels lost 
total trust in existence and defined themselves in separation. Definition was their sole 
reference point. 

My teacher on Alcyone speaks: 
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“This has been the ultimate struggle in the universe and on each 
planet. Alcyone passed through the struggle and established communion 
in zero relationship to the Galactic Center, a long time before Earth came 
into existence. The stars, including the Sun, are fourth dimensional and 
beyond. The goal of the Pleiadians, beginning 26,000 years ago, was to 
quicken Homo sapiens so that the divine could penetrate the third dimen- 
sion. God seeks to penetrate all essence, and, while looking into the cos- 
mic mirror, the divine saw Adamah. The divine felt a desire to have 
Adamah name the third-dimensional form. The last 26,000 years have 
been the time of the Creator desiring to know the name of Adamah. But 
Adamah could not name the self until the learning was complete. In 2012 
AD, Adamah will vibrate this name throughout the cosmos, as God 
desires. 

“Alcyone is in communion with the solar system, which precesses or 
walks backward in the sky around this central star of the Pleiades. One 
equinox precession cycle equals five Mayan Great Cycles of 5,125 years 
each, according to the Mayan Calendar. The interface of these two cycles 
is the Rainbow Bridge from the solar system to the Pleiades. By crossing 
this bridge in your mind, you attain creativity, or contact with your own 
name in your pineal gland, the home of God in your mind. God has not 
forgotten you: you have forgotten creativity. Earth will attain creativity 
and synchronicity with the Pleiades because the Mayan daykeepers are 
again attuning the Sun to the Galactic Center. But individuals will partici- 
pate in this magical awakening only if they are aware of it, dance with it, 
or delight in the swimming photons they see as little stars when they shut 
their eyes. Earthlings must work now to remember the symbols and lan- 
guage of the divine—the most sacred gifts given to Earth during the last 
26,000 years. 

“Are we afraid to remember that we are merely a desire in the mind 
of God? Then what if God may need to let go of desire? Christianity has 
been especially critical of the fallen angels because, if Earth names itself, 
then the forces of definition will have no place to attach in physical form. 
Such energy will dematerialize. If the fallen angels dematerialize and feel 
for the first time the gap to ecstatic creation, the angels will feel separa- 
tion from creativity. The angelic manifestors who are, for us, the closest 
beings to God, would be devastated. The fallen angels have sidetracked 
themselves by playing around with various experiments which have 
been creative but without wisdom. As the third dimension has become 
increasingly complex, especially during the last five thousand years, the 
angels have amused themselves by being voyeurs of the results of materi- 
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alizations. Technology with no divine inspiration or wisdom has been the 
latest project of the angels. 

“If, by means of healing and love and a fusion of the light, we can cre- 
ate a balance, then negativity will discover its own ability to feel good. 
There will be no more desire to create the definition in form—the fall 
into matter. A child, for example, feeling the difference between good 
and evil, will choose good. There are many cultures and individuals who 
have no idea what feeling good, balanced, and harmonious is like. A per- 
son who does not know harmony is like a person who has never heard 
Beethoven. 

“On the Pleiades, we teach harmonics and balance by means of light, 
art, gems, healing, and sound. We sounded to Beethoven even when he 
was deaf! We trust the divine potential of each soul. From the beginning, 
we have used light and rays in the planetary harmonics like eternal per- 
fect resonating notes. If we can succeed, the forces of separation will end 
because the Luciferian angels will move into greater harmony and dissi- 
pate. The angels will not let go as long as they have a place of 
attachment—the memory bank of humans. Even St. Michael will have 
to drop his spear! The prophecy about the last sheep means that even 
Lucifer will be called by God in the night to return to the fold” 

I return to the elevated podium and speak to the people of Alcyone: 

“On Harmonic Convergence, we sent the message of the need to 
return to sacred sites on Earth. This was an attempt to create a resonant 
field of balance which would help more people remember good feelings. 
Many people on Earth responded to the call who had already realized 
how their own lack of feeling causes evil. 

“The Rainbow Warriors succeeded in awakening the Earth, but the 
negative forces continue to hold on with even greater desperation as the 
possibility of going to the light gets closer and closer. Going to the light 
demands letting go of ego or identity in the third dimension, and most 
people will hold ego until the shift into numinous form. The shift is hap- 
pening, and the only real question left is whether the last sheep will 
come into the fold. 

“The greatest crisis of the end of the Mayan Great Cycle—2012 
AD— is the threat of liquid plutonium polluting space. This desire to pol- 
lute is the last gasp of the dark forces. The shuttle that was supposed to 
send the plutonium into space in May of 1986 was called ‘Atlas Centaur, 
a confession by the scientists that they believe they hold up the world 
with their evil desires. Because the divine did not allow the flight of Atlas 
Centaur, the military scientists will next attempt to put plutonium in 
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space by means of a shuttle called ‘Atlantis’ The scientific community, 
which universally denies the existence of the ancient kingdom of Atlan- 
tis, will demonstrate publicly, by calling their fire-powered phallus 
Atlantis, that they are an ancient technocratic cabal of scientists who 
were previously the cause of the fall of civilization on Earth. Beware! 

“If the plutonium is released, this element will limit the Earth to the 
third dimension. All higher dimensions will be blocked, and Alcyone 
accesses Earth in the fourth or higher dimensions. The effects of pluto- 
nium are like a higher vibrational hologram of emotional body pollution 
in Earth’s atmosphere. The soul cannot exist in the body of a person who 
is in an extremely negative state of mind or emotions. The atmosphere of 
Earth will not be capable of admitting higher vibrations such as the Pleia- 
dian energy if the air element gets much more polluted. Beware! Your 
barometer of emotional body pollution is cats. Nearly fifty percent of 
the cats in industrial nations have cancer. We are able to exist on Earth 
unaffected by the crippling emotional body pollution which afflicts so 
many unevolved humans. But the plutonium will carry emotional body 
pollution into the fourth dimension because this element has feelings! 
The planet Pluto is a higher vibration of Earth, and represents humans’ 
most intense feelings. Since the splitting of the atom, even the elements 
on Earth can feel. Earth radiation is cutting us off because Earth must take 
responsibility for the pollution. The time to take responsibility has 
arrived, and an emotional body polluted by negative experiences cannot 
be penetrated by the light. We wish to keep on radiating light as long as 
possible, but people must clear their own emotions. 

“We are becoming concerned now. We have been able to work on 
balancing individuals, hoping that enough people would clear emotion- 
ally so that the critical leap could occur. We have radiated light to indi- 
viduals who have become servers and healers, and then these individuals 
have gone on to reach as many others as possible to help them clear their 
emotional bodies of pollution. But, what if we cannot penetrate the Earth 
PSI bank anymore? That is why we have been contacting so many people 
to let them know how dangerous the situation is. Those of us who live on 
Earth as servers can return to our places of origin, such as Alcyone, but 
we will not be able to return to Earth again. 

“Every person who experiences the light energy will gravitate imme- 
diately to its source, so the trick is to get them to feel. People respond to 
what has happened to them, to their own experiences. So the goal is to 
increase the vibratory nature of experience. We have helped to increase 
the number of healers. The light infusion has been increasing since the 
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planet of crystals—Chiron—was sighted in 1977. This brought light 
technology into third-dimensional form. Since Harmonic Convergence, 
we have been increasing the voltage, and a lot of people cannot take the 
dosage. Those of great density are burning out, but an individual lifetime 
is not what matters. What matters is the alignment with the greater bal- 
ance for all creatures of Earth. Humans are not meant to be parasites. 
Individual agendas are not the most important now. Humans have had 
thousands of years to learn about cause and effect. 

“The time for the individual agendas to be played out is coming to a 
close. We are coming to the end of experience, and the time of choice is 
almost here. Lifetimes of the same soul test over and over again have 
been repeated opportunities for people to experience the dark and the 
light, so that they could choose between them. Now is the apotheosis. 
The planet is going to move out of third-dimensional linear space and 
time. 

“I am calling on my people on Alcyone to go into light-body trans- 
mission phase at this time. If our light bodies can exist while we are in 
human incarnation, as Christos demonstrated, we can break the control 
of the dark forces. The fourth-dimensional light-body transmission 
phase from Alcyone cannot occur unless the dark forces are transmuted 
out of the third dimension. Three major light-body transmissions assist- 
ing Earth during 1989 are accompanied by major solar flares. Earth is 
going into the fourth dimension no matter what. The only remaining 
question is whether Earth will have light-body connection to the Galac- 
tic Center or whether our planet will be a cold, dark rock in space with 
no consciousness, like the asteroids. 

“The sighting of the face on Mars offers Earth people the chance to 
see what could happen to Earth if the contact with Alcyone ceases, Earth- 
lings work by seeing the range of possibilities caused by their actions. 
When a factor goes wrong, Earthlings choose whether or not they will 
take action to remedy the situation. When a man is evil, he may see evil, 
but he does not know what the experience is like to feel not-evil. Earth is 
entertaining a choice of good feelings. 

“Have you ever looked into a beautiful diamond? That is what I feel 
like! I have compressed the carbon of my body with fire power until 
every cell has become diaphanous. Individuals who clear their emotional 
bodies by deep experiences at the Plutonic level no longer have any fear. 
All that remains inside is a reflection of that which penetrates me. So, 
when something enters me, I can see it clearly because I reflect it with 
clarity. People naturally prefer being reflective once the inner mirror is 
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discovered, because this inner refraction is the end of confusion. Intru- 
sive and hostile beings are repelled by the light, and beings who feel love 
and shared joy are naturally attracted to it. This is why people can com- 
pletely change their lives after they have had one ecstatic experience. 
The diamond clarity is like emerging from a swamp, washing the mud 
off, and laughing at your whole life, and at all your lives, because you see 
that the only person in your reality who genuinely loves you is a frog! 
The diamond faceting is so much more exquisite than any other feeling 
people have ever had. We have been very successful with many individu- 
als, but we would like Earth to feel diamond clarity now. Here on the 
Pleiades, light is so strong that the darkness cannot penetrate form. 
Instead, the darkness defines the form of light. Like a diamond or crystal, 
we are fully grounded and sensual in our stellar field, the darkness. Nega- 
tive influences are repelled, and the darkness is as visible as the light. 
Darkness takes form like a ray in a rainbow.” 

Down in the audience, the people I see as I speak on Alcyone are also 
now on Earth. As I speak about events on Earth, the ability of the people 
to radiate light intensifies. My brothers and sisters wear purple, green, 
and lapis lazuli, clothes that absorb and reflect back spiritual energy. 
Because of the power of the people on Earth who desire peace, the power 
of Alcyone to awaken stellar bodies of people on Earth is intensifying. 
People on Earth are sensing that they are actors in the dream of a distant 
paradise — their existence is the dream of a star! My people feel empo- 
wered by hearing about the progress on Earth. As | feel my people on 
Earth, my awareness on Alcyone also intensifies. Suddenly I feel incredi- 
ble energy, as if light is shooting into every cell of my body. I am in the 
Dreamtime! Christos began this intensification of energy from the 
Pleiades two thousand years ago. He explains: 


| shifted the way | transmit this energy, shifted the power into quartz 
crystals. Quartz crystals are the medium for bringing in the light. | am soon 
going to shift more of this energy directly into the diamonds of Earth. | have 
already been energizing diamonds, but the force will become more intense. 
These diamonds have caused cancer in many humans. The light force is so 
strong that light goes into the cellular matrix, speeding up the cell mutation 
and causing cancer. Cancer Is the speeding up of the life-force. The body 
speeds up too much in individuals who have not sufficiently awakened and 
cleared negativity from their body imprints. Hot vortexes of emotional body 
imprints form tumor masses in the body organs which hold uncleared anger 
and pain over separation from God. The diamond alters the blood chemis- 
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try by speeding up the blood cells. | energized diamonds on the planet so 
that people could begin to see in their normal experience how the Luciferian 
Rebellion works. By manipulating reality and speeding up the processes on 
Earth, the truth about the negativity captured in the body is being shown. 
Lucifer is caught in the universe, just like your pain is caught in your body. 
AIDS has manifested to teach humans not to seek the divine in the third 
dimension through pursuit of sexual ecstasy without love. Only love can go 
into timelessness. Love can let go of control and move faster. Beware: never 
seek ecstasy without love. 


From the podium, again I speak. “Christ is the energy that has the 
most power on Earth for energizing crystals and diamonds. There have 
been imbalances from these energies, which have all been teachings. We 
have been experiencing a speeding-up process resulting in death. Death, 
of course, is not real and only results from things speeding up and people 
going out of form. The energy that was directed into diamonds and then 
into crystals is now being directed right into the crystalline cells of the 
human body, and the healing light is more balanced by its presence in all 
cells. The diamond sets up a light ray that is too intense in one place in 
the body. Christ is speeding up the crystalline light cells right in the 
body, and those who are balanced in the light are clearing very fast as the 
crystalline matrix floods with light. All bodies must go into balance with 
the light at the time of apotheosis. 

“Our problem with working on Earth is that we are not sure exactly 
how Earth functions. Here, diamonds are very healthy. These dense 
stones balance me, and | bring people around me into balance by wear- 
~ ing them. On Earth, light often reflects back in the wrong way, and so we 
have gone deep into the body of humans to detect the sources of per- 
verted force on Earth. Healers are working with deep, cellular, body 
techniques. Flower essences are very potent. The enzymes of master 
plants go into dark places in the body such as the pineal gland and bring 
the light right into the cellular matrix, inviting less danger of reflection. 
Those who have been damaged in this diamond-body process are those 
who have needed to learn the most about speeding up the body. There- 
fore, those who have speeded up their sexual forces without opening 
their hearts have burned out. Some wealthy women who have worn 
huge diamonds, exhibiting their desire for power, have not been able to 
handle the reflection of their inner anger and have gotten cancer.” 

Christos speaks again about the diamond teaching: 
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The image to use at this time is the diamond, with a ray of light going into 
the cave. We are now going into the diamond light body as a result of the 
work we are doing to clear the emotional body. Shining the light into the 
cave, looking for where the light must go and how the shining must be trans- 
mitted, we are to identify ourselves at this time as diamonds. Diamonds are 
the provenance of the divine, and these stones of star light will now be 
returning as power objects to those who carry stellar frequency. Diamonds 
were originally cut by the Atlanteans. These jewels have gone all around the 
planet to return to their original possessors. The point is coming again when 
the light within an individual must be equivalent to the solar light within the 
diamond. Otherwise, the emotions in the body cells will activate into physical 
cancers as virulent as the emotional poisons of inner anger and longing for 
connection with the divine. | came here two thousand years ago and quick- 
ened myself on Earth. The time of learning from my teachings Is coming to a 
close. There are many who will be of greater light and healing powers than | 
am. 


There are many on the planet who have been experiencing contacts with stars and 
galaxies since early childhood. Some report being pulled to another level either through 
energy or in a direct physical way. Some report being observed and trained by extrater- 
restrial agents. My teacher will tell you the story of how this happened to me on Earth 
as Barbara when I was four years old. . . 


She is walking in the woods of Earth. She is four years old. She is in com- 
munion with the nature around herself, which she loves. As she walks down a 
pathway in the woods, she walks right out of her body. This is very easy for 
her to do, and she only comes when | call her. | call her when | need to give 
her teachings. She comes. | sit with her in the temple, very much like | await 
her return to the temple of Alcyone now. | give her teachings about the 
cycles of the galaxies and planets. Later, she will search through human 
records—archaeological, historical, mythological—for traces of my teach- 
ings. She will not consciously know the source of her inner knowing until she 
is 45 years old. Her parents will tell her about the many times she disap- 
peared for hours when she could barely walk, and she will always wonder 
about those stories. We began teaching her when she was a tiny child, for 
only an innocent child could absorb the full and simple truth without ques- 
tion. Her mind had to be free of Earth impressions. Then, as an adult, she 
could trust her own inner knowing so completely that she would be hungry 
for any human report which validated this resonating core of galactic teach- 
ings within her being. Gradually she would reassemble from Earthly records 
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the teachings from Alcyone, the center of the precession of the equinoxes. 
All humans will be awakening to these ancient stellar knowings, but she will 
be one of the teachers who will tell the story to help awaken the inner mem- 
ories of many. 

Many times, we removed her from the physical and returned her a few 
hours later in excellent condition. It was necessary to remove her from the 
physical in order to encode her consciousness with the teachings in a way 
that would remain in her third-dimensional Earth mental body. This could 
only be accomplished by removing her from the Earth field for that encode- 
ment. That is why, to the great dismay of her family, we took her and deliv- 
ered her back. She does not fear being taken away because her experiences 
began before she knew how to talk. Once a person can speak on Earth, the 
process of definition has started and the person will automatically judge us to 
be separate. She has special wisdom teaching about not fearing other dimen- 
sions, which she will now describe: 


I am on a path in the woods in communion with nature. I start to feel happy 
because of the beauty. I begin to speed up my physical body form by making each step a 
step into another dimension that becomes a distance. I go into a rhythm within myself 
that shifts me to another dimension and then I am in the other dimension. The best way 
I can describe the rhythm is to say that time becomes equivalent with the distance of my 
step. I go because I am called. I am sitting with my teacher in this beautiful place and 
learning how the universe functions. The beings do not teach me technical skills, such as 
how to heal on Earth, because I am already encoded with such skills from past lives. 
The teachers merely awaken my own memory about past-life skills, What is new for 
me in this life is that they teach me about how the universe works in cycles of time. Later 
on I am to bring these teachings to Earth. 

At any moment in time, I often feel what needs to happen next and I act upon that 
foreknowledge. In this way, I differ from many people. But anyone would act upon 
valid future knowledge beyond third-dimensional consciousness! This gift of sight 
makes my life very confusing at first, because my understanding about Earth cycles is so 
clear yet I have no source on Earth for that knowledge. When I go to school, I find that 
most of what they are teaching is incorrect. The Galactic teaching I have within me 
turns out to be more correct and useful. I am very pragmatic. That is the way of the 
Pleiades. As for Earth records, I sift through thousands of pages in a book just to find 
one sentence that is correct or even relevant. There is a lot of totally useless information 
on this planet. 

My Earth job from Alcyone is to sift through all this information, to find the ves- 
tiges of truth, and to use these accepted facts as vehicles for reawakening the memory of 
the real teachings in the intellectual field of Earth—the search from the ancient rem- 
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nants. We on Earth are not able to open ourselves to the ancient truths contained within 
all of us unless these truths are first offered to us in a format which the left brain can 
process. This format involves agreement with scholarly sources and the results of ‘offt- 
cial” scientific experiments. This method is tedious, and meanwhile another Earth proc- 
ess goes on which is very destructive. The Men from Orion were the Earth peoples first 
experience with polarity. This experience awakened curiosity, and taught Earthlings to 
believe any idea that was presented to them through official left- brain channels. The left 
brain, analytic, scientific, teaching process has become a major tool to lead people astray 
from our birthright—knowing the truth of the divine. 

Humans have been almost completely blinded for the last four hundred years, 
since the beginning of the Age of Reason, when the dark forces injected the left-brain 
channel into the consciousness field. This is why the legend of the forbidden fruit, the 
apple in the Garden of Eden, fascinates humans so much. We know we are being led 
astray by knowledge, but we do not yet see how the execution works. We are about to 
graduate from the Garden, because the fruits of ruling Earth with the intellect have cul- 
minated in the Bomb and a technology which threatens all life on Earth. 

We are now looking for truth in the intuitive mind, the right brain. We are hearing 
the new story of the universe because we are hungry for a life-oriented cosmology. I have 
returned at this time to help integrate the sources found in scholarly research with the 
right- brain skill of searching the memory bank. I end with a question for my teacher: 

“I want to know—what is the meaning of the encapsulation of consciousness in 
stone statues that has come up for me throughout this journey? What is the meaning of 
my existence in the fourth dimension on a star in the Pleiades simultaneously with my 
encapsulation within a stone statue, a Nagua, at the archaeological park in Villaher- 
mosa, Mexico?” My teacher explains: 


“The sacred objects were re-energized on Harmonic Convergence, 
and the secrets which the objects contain about galactic history will be 
released to seekers as repositories of ancient wisdom teachings in relation 
to Earth’s unfoldment. The stone statues contain the primary experiential 
holograms that need to be cleared from 1987 to 1992. Each one of the 
stones is encoded with a particular karmic pattern which needs to be 
explored by individuals so they can move into free choice at the End 
Times. End Times? Do these words sound apocalyptical? No, the time has 
come to see the reality of the desires of the divine—the divine can only 
be known in the material, the Goddess. The Goddess cannot release her- 
self when her creations are called ‘idols’ when her own forms of self- 
expression are banned. These encapsulations of conscious experience on 
Earth are extremely potent and exquisite. One of the strongest power 
forms on Earth, they were often buried in the Earth after being polished 
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by the rain and wind. Power encapsulated in stone that is now ready to 
be released is the correct archetype for the release of the soul. 

“Power objects tell the stories of the last Mayan Great Cycle, 3113 
BC-2012 AD. Some of the stones are from the earliest stages of the cycle, 
when the primary holograms of divine communion with Earth first 
became conscious in the minds of Earth creatures. Like the joy in the 
heart of a mother who sees her baby smile, this was a time when the full 
being of God became known here. Some power objects are energy forms 
of the gods and some are Earth heroes. The stones represent desires and 
wishes which have become known over the last 26,000 years! They are 
half of the stars and half of Earth, as are all the desires and wishes of 
humankind. The Great Goddess calls to you from near and far to return 
to your original complexity, to again release all your exquisite creativity, 
to let go of your judgments about gods and idolatry, and to call your own 
name into the cosmos, which has always waited for you to remember 
who you are. She wishes consciousness to take form in her being, her 
body, the Earth.” 
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THE EMERALD RECORDS OF 
THE HOLY GRAIL 


I am vibrating with chills of mystery. Like a little child who watches the wind 
rustling the leaves outside the window near the crib where she can be alone, suddenly 
the other side ts present. For just an instant, all is vertical. ] am my own metabolism, 
my own coursing blood, as if I am in the exact center of a figure eight, skating with all 
the weight and balance of my own body, and I become a point of matter with a swirling 
galaxy of stars manifesting as my other half of being. | am in the home of the blessed 
and that home is Earth. I go to the first time I saw Christos in this lifetime. 


I am with a group of eight people at Teotihuacan—eight being the number of 
manifestation of other dimensional issues here on Earth. Breakfasttime is at hand after 
sneaking under the fence to get into Teotihuacan at five in the morning. Our group was 
not going to be dealing with rules when the real issue was sacred sites. We crawled into 
Teotihuacan under a cyclone fence, got totally filthy in the dry Mexican dirt, and then 
got sent packing back under the fence by a pair of guards and their dogs. 

Back to the hotel for some coffee! We all sit around a table as the Sun begins to rise 
over the adobe walls, and we talk about the Harmonic Convergence to come in a few 
months. As we talk, Supernova 1987 is being sighted in telescopes around the world. | 
suddenly become acutely embarrassed when I am pulled out of my body! Usually that 
happens only when I am alone, because I keep the frequencies toned down when I am in 
the company of others. I am seeing The Christ flying in on a beam of sunlight which is 
coming through the window and hitting the floor next to our table. I look at my friends 
around the table as if through a veil, wondering if any of them can see me as I am disap- 
pearing before their very eyes. I take off with the exquistte ray of white seed light and fly 
into the sky! I become my own orgasm, as if I am shooting through the body of a serpent 
and exiting the serpents mouth. I can feel myself in the jaws of a great cosmic serpent, as 
if Iam the Sun emerging from the mouth of the serpent. 

I am flying over the main north/south avenue of the temple complex, bathed in 
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white light which I see is composed of billions of stars! I am flying in the Milky Way 
and coming to the central axis of the site, which is an east/west line crossing in the front 
of the Pyramid of the Sun. There is a great round altar stone there where the stars swirl 
into a spiral. The central axis point is the center of our galaxy, and I am in the center of 
the galaxy. As I exist in the center of the spiral, I become a tree, with my roots planted 
deep in the sacred Earth and my branches and leaves dancing in the stars. A great eagle 
flies in a huge circle around the circumference of the Milky Way Galaxy. She flies 
north to an energy vortex in the plaza in front of the Temple of the Moon. I see a 
whirling form of light—it is Christos! 

Christos creates a circle of diamond lights. The circle forms a tight spiral, which 
spins out billions of droplets of crystalline lights. The lights are the whipping spiral of 
Andromeda Galaxy, so close to the edge of the Milky Way, our roadway of stars. 
Christos smiles the mysterious smile of a child lost in reverie, in delight over a great 
prank, and I am back at the table again! My friends are still trying to get the waiter to 
understand that we want coffee. I go deep inside, finally ready to understand a past-life 
transmission I received exactly one year before. When I emerged from hypnosis after the 
transmission, I remembered none of the experiences. I listened to the tape and I could not 
understand the meaning. The words went into my brain but meant nothing. Now I 
see—I return to myself as stone... . 


| see bare feet in sandals and my body Is very tall, muscular, and wiry. My 
hair is cut short and the locks are very curly. Because my hair is cut so short, 
my head feels bald. My skin is rough and not clean-shaven on my strong jaw. 
My mouth is powerful—the mouth of authority. My lips are full, and my nose 
feels like the bridge was broken, like | got shoved. | have prominent cheek 
bones and my cheeks feel chiseled and sunken. | am very elongated—about 
fifteen feet tall. Oh! | ama being. . . 

| perceive myself as a stone statue; that is the form | inhabit. There are 
leather straps crossed in an X over my chest which support a heavy object 
on my back. This thing is so heavy that | also have a loop over each of my 
shoulders to assist in holding it on my back. It is an apparatus which enables 
me to fly. The larger straps crossing my chest are supported on my hips, 
where there is a wide leather belt which rests firmly on my waist. This can 
carry a lot of weight, and the material is flexible so that | can move. | wear a 
short fabric skirt and | have heavy, leather, protective boots up to my knees. 
My arms and hands are filled with incredible power as if electrified. | am here 
to protect the divine child on Earth, the child of the jaguar who becomes 
snake god when born on this exquisite planet. 

| keep my palms on the ground, or my hands hanging down by my sides 
with the palms facing my legs, or | cross my hands across my chest with my 
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palms facing in. When | aim my hands at a person or animal, my power Is sent 
to the receiver, so | hold my healing powers close. My healing hands are con- 
trolled by my helmet, which covers my whole head and has flaps over my 
ears. |am a guardian warrior being and| am completely mentally clairvoyant, 
so | need no oracular information in my ears. | do not have to listen here, as | 
am fixed on the divine mission. Because of all the power coming into my 
brain and the power in my hands, | hold my palms to my own body or to the 
perfectly balanced mother, Earth. On the backs of my hands, | wear knuckle 
dusters with straps around my wrists. My hands underneath are white and 
very delicate, the hands of a surgeon. My knuckle protectors balance the 
electrical power in my hands. | can rebalance any living thing by scanning that 
being with my open hands. | keep my hands encased because | am on Earth 
to hold the divine child. My knuckle dusters are connected to the apparatus 
on my back. The connectors feel like a pulley device, like a wing apparatus? | 
wear a flying machine! If | move my fingers or clench my fist, | activate the fly- 
ing machine on my back, the metal tanks which can propel me through the 
air. 

| am standing on a stone pedestal which is about four feet long. | just 
came out of a tunnel of time. The landscape is very beautiful, very green. 
There are papaya trees here, rolling hills, beautiful blue sky. The weather is 
warm and temperate, breezy, sunny, and very nice. The pedestal | stand on Is 
a landing device. | came here and landed just as | was called into time! | came 
here because | am ready to have a meeting about the deepest secrets of the 
universe in relation to planet Earth. Earth is ready at last to know the most 
important truth. | am a god who landed here just for this meeting. | have 
arrived! 

The colors here are so beautiful: the green is so lime, the blue so tur- 
quoise, the pink so exquisite. There is such great vibrance, as if the vibrance 
extends down into every blade of grass. The temple Is pulsing with the long 
wavelengths and vibrations of the astral-etheric plane. | must come into even 
more physical form in order to tell the secret | have kept for three thousand 
years. Listen carefully now! A fourth-dimensional form is shifting down into 
the third-dimensional vectoring of the form which is identified as me. This 
process is the revelation about individuals on Earth interfacing with extrater- 
restrials. | clutch my fists, which activates the device on my back, and | come 
more deeply into form. Now | have a head like a chicken and | shoot energy 
up. This strange shape is my Earth headdress. The gear is tall and elongated 
and my face is like a chicken from the side and a jaguar from the front. 

| can turn into a stone statue at any moment! desire. | can get dense if an 
interloper appears. | can turn into a tree and park myself next to the road so 
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a person cannot see me. Actually, my appearance would shock a person who 
happened to see me. In the past, | could be seen more easily, because people 
in the ancient days did not judge their perceptions. | can be seen easily now 
by those who are not closed to mystery. |am a shapeshifter, and people can 
see me when | am tn a form which they need to integrate, such as a jaguar. 
But they must loosen up their own molecules if they really want to under- 
stand the great secret. Before we unravel the mystery ... if they want to 
know ... what people see is what they are able to see. Do not worry. | am 
about to quit playing games, but perception is what is fun about the third 
dimension! Listen! People trust what they think is real, so loosen up! 

The fear of all living things is of changing form, of transmuting, of getting 
caught between dimensions—in purgatory—and not knowing who they are 
when they return. To them, having identity means being unwilling to release 
anger, to surrender themselves, and that identity cuts them off from any 
other talent or energy that they could otherwise emulate. So, let us play our 
way out of this limitation. 

As chicken-foot, snake-brain, silver-god extension of my spine, | can 
change into a stone, a tree, or an animal. All | have to do Is vibrate with the 
cellular matrix of my next form and become that new manifestation. | feel 
perfectly safe in this nine-dimensional Mayan temple because | can change 
form if necessary. | go down a pathway which Is an elevated roadway—a 
sacbe—and | move through a magical forest, a very childlike veil of dancing 
ceiba trees. | go into the Temple of Jupiter, which has a rounded top resting 
on twelve fluted columns. | have entered magicland and | am delighted. | go 
into the temple and stand in front of a person sitting on a throne. The path- 
way into the temple emerges into the temple, like it is going through the 
lower end of a keyhole, a place within all of us. Each event going on here Is 
created by my mind. There is a throne in this room, and on it | can create any 
great power with which | would like to become acquainted. | can create Tez- 
catzlipoca or Quetzalcoatl, Horus or Seth, Isis or the god she named, just by 
standing here holding the force in my presence. Or, | can sit on that throne 
myself and summon one being who is curious about me. 

On the throne, a humanoid male with an elongated face and high fore- 
head manifests. Within his body is a small, red baby. | focus on the child and 
see an Olmec baby serpent god. | am seeing the alchemical homunculus, the 
first time a demi-god existed in the Western cultural matrix as the Olmec 
divine snake child found at La Venta. | can actually see the child matrix, the 
form created on Earth from other realms as we prepared for our birthing. 
The baby is a spaceman, jaguar-human, composite human, Goddess/snake. 
These are the inner archetypes we find when we attempt to contact other 


Emerald Records / 211 


dimensional parts of ourselves. That is why the remains of great temple sites 
were covered with vines and earth until we were ready to know the truth. 
That is why Coba, the temple of descent, was only discovered recently, and 
why the secrets have been carefully protected by the teachers. No religion 
alien to this land, such as Christianity, will ever be able to eradicate this 
knowledge from the hearts of the people. All sacred forms that have sur- 
vived the ravages of weather, of catastrophe, or of the destructive habits of 
humans, are the codes of our origins. We of the Western Hemisphere are 
spacebeings, jaguars, snakes, stars, and divine children. The blocks to know- 
ing Our Origins are merely the limitations we ourselves place on our 
imagination—our ability to form images of our source and our future. 

My own ability to form images is limited by my own experiences with the 
Luciferian Rebellion—the fall into identity, the turning from the light of the 
divine—for | still believe the angels fell away from God. The Incarnation was a 
dimensional fusion experience that transmuted our understanding of our 
relationship to the divine. Christos showed the world that no person falls 
from God. One by one, we have said no to delivering the divine child, 
because our low self-esteem has believed that our inner male cannot give 
birth. | return to my life as a Druid when | first thought that | fell from God. 
This was a time when fundamental dimensional vectoring sucked the ninth 
dimension into the sacred sites of Earth, and the divine child—fruit of the 
vine—was Carried to his temple in Mesoamerica. 


I wear leather boots which fit my feet like slippers. | am of medium 
height, muscular, and I wear a cape, with leather pants tied at my waist. 
The cape is hooded and the heavy fabric falls over my leather shirt and 
pants. | wear a tunic of rough, woven sheep’s wool. Sheep are sacred to us 
because our sheep graze on the grounds where they were born. The 
sheep will not cross the lines of their keepfield even if the stone walls 
were moved. The animals know the land better than their herders. I hold 
a wooden, carved staff in my right hand which has a human skull on the 
top. The skull contains the sacred teachings of the seven directions: 
horizontal — North, South, East, West; and vertical —sky, Earth, and cen- 
ter, or inner self. 

I am standing here in touch with a lifetime in Atlantis which I can feel 
but not remember. Something happening in this time —the sixth century 
AD— is related to an Atlantean seed teaching from eons ago. My only 
access to the powerful memory within me is the present time, and I am 
very energized and upset because I can feel the Atlantean hologram but 
my mind cannot access it. I am like Moses with his rod. I am Druid—one 
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who worships the Tree —and my present reality is affected by the events 
in Atlantis. My memories are not literal, and so I simply stand here, 
aware of the ancient days in relation to the present. I am feeling my 
power connection with Atlantis. I am getting in touch with it now 
because I have to recover the memory in order to be able to tell a story of 
the ancient times, a forbidden story, a story which all will remember 
when they hear it again. 

I just returned from the Rhine, where | am head Druid, and I have 
come back to Briton, bringing with me an important esoteric secret. As | 
stand here, I am swept by waves of power, because for the first time my 
connection to Atlantis is coming back into my essence. I am a storyteller, 
and it is extremely exciting to feel the winds of time rushing in. I stand 
with my feet rooted into the ground, my head held erect in the magnifi- 
cent swirling clouds. My heart burns, then opens like a magnificent fire 
filled with glowing red coals. Everyone, all people, are suddenly held in 
my skull as I tell the forbidden story of the bloodline of Jesse of the Tree 
of Life. I will sing even if I am threatened by all the priests and kings who 
spilled blood to bury the truth. I feel higher-head-center vibration activa- 
tion. My upper head is all lit up. 

The skull on my staff is the Druid teaching tool for activating the 
higher head centers. A skull is made of the bone which encases the brain, 
and the brain is a complete holographic resonation center. Humans can 
willfully attune to any frequency in the cosmos by visualizing the pho- 
tons in ray form bouncing off the inner skull bones and vibrating the 
brain matter at the appropriate frequency range. We did not write the 
skull teaching down in words because the vibrational-frequency- 
attunement techniques passed to us from the Atlanteans can only be 
transmitted by means of a quartz crystal skull that is equal in size to the 
skull of a human. If people just stop thinking what they think is 
thinking —left-brain, computerlike access of informational fields —they 
could feel and see photons traveling on their paths. Photons, or cells of 
light, contain all the information we need. I have activated the staff with 
my skull. I have the Atlantean power source and | am ready to activate 
storytelling. 

I start walking to the meeting place of a secret male order of 
priests —no women allowed! We are near Avebury, which is over three 
thousand years old in my time, and I see the tent of sheepskins supported 
by circles of posts. In the front are the staffs of each clan, topped with 
skulls like mine. The Druid skull teaching has nothing to do with can- 
nibalism. The skulls of humans contain the science of brain frequencies. 
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We are not barbaric—this same form exists in the twentieth century as 
the secret society, Skull and Bones. I have a lot of energy in my right 
hand that is shorting out the muscles. I enter the tent. 

Inside, there is a group of thirty Druids of lower rank, and there is 
great power in this lodge. I go to the center with my rod, jam the base 
into the soil, and the vertical axis is immediately activated like lightning. 
The staff sends a ray of white light to the sky which the other Druids can 
see. As we watch the light, the force of the radiance establishes that this is 
a time of highly charged Earth energy. This is a very rare time, caused by 
the arrival of photons to Earth from a distant exploding star, a time when 
the course of civilization can shift. The Druids have come from Eire, 
North Gaul, Briton, Scotland, and our ancient homeland, Iberia. This is a 
major convocation of the Druids, totally secret. None of the political 
figures know about this, and the story will never be found in historical 
annals. The political people never know when we convene on this level, 
because if they did know, kings would attempt to influence the sacred 
timing. 

This is the Liber Frater—the Brotherhood of Freedom—and we 
return to Earth again and again. We know the whole story exactly from 
the beginning of time. Our only questions are what we are going to do 
about certain things at certain times to make the traveling on the road of 
life easier for the people, the ones we serve. 

We have gathered here today because this is a time when the out- 
posts of the Roman Empire are collapsing. Starvation, disease, and mur- 
der are universal. | called this meeting because a brother in this circle 
knows a secret that he has not shared in the Brotherhood. Whatever that 
crucible of knowledge is, the time has come to reveal it to us, for we hold 
up the planet. ] put my rod down and say, “Let’s cut the secrecy at this 
level. ] want to know who in this group knows the real story behind what 
is going on with Aethelberht! There is a brother in this room who knows 
the real truth.” 

_ Merlin is not in this room because he has removed his vibration. He 
is not accessible to us, but he was once our main conduit to the political 
center. What has happened to cause him to abandon the field of action 
and go into seclusion in the forest? He would be where I stand if he had 
not withdrawn his participation. The loss of Merlin’s participation is one 
of many stories of failed teachings. The failure of these teachings will end 
in 1989 AD. 

A man in this room knows where the Grail is hidden and he is not 
telling us. The Grail is Earth’s repository for the photons of new creation. 
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The Grail holds the DNA, the Emerald Records of the full birth process 
of Earth when Christos came. The cup contains the planetary codes of 
the unfolding story of the penetration of divine blood into the Earth. The 
blueprint of Earth DNA has always been the creation of many dimen- 
sions and star systems, but when Christos came, he grounded that star 
energy into the Earth. He shifted the Earth hologram so that any individ- 
ual living on Earth could become divine, could become conscious of 
being a Divine Son or Daughter. He created a new energy form—a 
fusion of the seven directions—which then became accessible to all 
human beings from that point forward. That energy form is human free 
will —full activation of consciousness. 

In the esoteric orders, we protected the repository of this power by 
protecting the Grail, because we saw that organized religion would con- 
tinue to try to curtail our freedom. Like the Ark holding the positive and 
negative pair of each species, the Grail is the holder of the liberation 
form. It is now 583 AD, and the Grail is gone. I returned from the Rhine 
when I heard that the cup was removed and that Aethelberht was 
involved in the disappearance. A man in this room knows what hap- 
pened to the Grail, and we must be told the truth. 

If we do not know the truth at any given point in time, we lose 
hundreds of lifetimes of service as storytellers, for we are the holders of 
the legends of the ages—the Dreamtime. Our thoughts create the cycles 
which manifest reality, as do everyone’s thoughts. We have come back 
here over and over again, from Lemuria to Atlantis, and finally the reso- 
nant field of the planet has been set for the divine to incarnate into the 
Earth, the Goddess. This new energy form was to be introduced gradu- 
ally, so that it could be recognized and chosen by individuals who were 
ready to open their hearts. Now all the work is on the verge of being lost, 
which would be like going back to the stone age. We have to know the 
story now, and so does everyone. 

Who in this room knows what happened? I feel him in the second 
row. | see him sitting there with grey curly hair and white skin, sitting 
there thinking about whether he is going to tell the truth or not. What 
could be funnier than the way we masters act? All of us can read auras 
and can see the one who knows about the Grail, but the guilty one’s 
pride causes him to hope he can hide. He sits on the ground, balancing 
himself by gripping his staff around the middle, and he looks up at me. 
He knows that I know that he knows the secret. We are all masters here. 
Immediately, all the Druids in the room know he knows. He says: 

“Aethelberht had the cup released to a priestess!” 
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We are furious, and] thunder, “How did he ever get it?” 

“Aethelberht was holding the court together,’ he replies. “In the mid- 
dle of trying to maintain military order over four castles in remote loca- 
tions, the Grail was given to a woman who is a priestess. The sacred cup 
was given to her by Merlin who then disappeared. She is the main priest- 
ess of the Tor, and now that she has gotten the Grail, she has become the 
Grail. That is the way the power works. Female energy has taken over the 
Grail and this priestess is in every woman who is in her power. Merlin 
gave her the Grail. She hid the power object in one of the sacred Goddess 
caves, and then she was able to learn who her child, Wotan, is. The Grail 
released the ancient legend to her. This is a disaster.’ 

I say gravely, “We have lost the power which we have held for thou- 
sands of years. We have to know the facts about how this happened.” I 
am watching the Druid who just spoke and I can see that his aura has 
been invaded by the energy of this priestess. We are unprotected now! 

He goes on, “I watched her and I could see that she had incredible 
power. It was the result of having gotten hold of the Grail during a time 
when Aethelbert was very weak. I discovered that I was powerless in the 
face of this priestess, Mordreth. That is my truth.’ 

To be in this group, one cannot be vulnerable to women. We once 
were invulnerable because Merlin was our leader and we held the 
Grail—the secret of the new order. The Grail was our central connection 
to the Pleiades, and we have been warrior priests who have held the great 
treasure for almost 600 years. I have believed that this group had the right 
to hold and protect that energy, that men must control the secret of the 
liberation by Christos. Male secret societies do not open this energy to 
women, for we control the evolution of the species. 

I stand in the center, feeling my whole belief system begin to crum- 
ble. We all know the story now; we sense the beginning of a great shift, 
but we are not yet ready to let go of control. My future life at Tikal 
kaleidoscopes through my mind at this moment, and even so, I will still 
not let go! But time is spherical and my soul has chosen liberation in the 
twentieth century by agreeing to bring the story to the public. I begin to 
spin in the midst of the circle, slowly at first, causing fantastic shock to all 
the Druids in the sacred tent. I become a whirling dervish before their 
very eyes as | begin a journey into my own body! 


I am trudging along the left side of my spine, which is like climbing along an old 
stone wall encasing a sheepkeep. I keep trying to get off the wall and walk along the 
ground, but I am pushed back by the wind onto the canyons and peaks of the stones. 
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There is deep and intense red pain all around me. | come to the cause—a small black 
crystal implanted during Lemurian times in this ancient wall. As I approach the crys- 
tal, it emits a hideously annoying, high-pitched sound. I hear an encoded program that 
has been dormant until its activation time—843 AD, at Tikal. Now, the black crys- 
tal screams out its program! 

This black stone was dormant so that I could attain certain levels of mastery, initi- 
ation, and power before the program was to be activated. The program of the crystalline 
matrix contained the proper device to activate stickum or cellular pollution on Earth, so 
that I would experience sufficient negative and positive polarity. This was needed to pre- 
pare my physical body for surrender to magnetic force. This magnetic force is the infu- 
sion of the divine, the power of Neptune. The force cannot flow freely without over- 
whelming the evolutionary matrix pattern of any form in creation. Divine infusion, 
samadhi, ecstasy, only occur at the point of complete surrender when the resistance to 
letting go finally ends. The polarity creates action for experience and will become 
unnecessary at the precession into Aquarius, the Water Bearer. The black crystal was 
programmed so that this soul would lead the sacrificial ritual at Tikal in 843 AD and 
find out what separation feels like. This separation from the divine causes the soul to 
make a commitment to the arduous path back to the Creator—back to timeless existence 
in the center of the galaxy. 

I reach down and grab hold of the crystal, feeling like it must be hot. I pluck the 
program that once served me out of the ancient wall and throw the dead crystal over a 
cliff near the side of the wall. I am laughing as I hear a nighthawk catching insects in 
the early evening light. I am suddenly in the twentieth century, laughing at myself 
walking along my own spine. I get the point! No teaching can be known unless that 
teaching is lived first, and I am chosen for many experiences because my nature is to be 
an evolutionary trigger. I come into form during times of great turning. I am an 
alchemist, and I must be present to know all the solutions which create form in order to 
know individual function. 

I was present when the lesser gods came to Earth to participate in the evolution of 
DNA. As I walk along the wall of myself, 1 begin to dissolve in tears as I feel how 
much I love this place. I want to be mindless like the sheep I contain, to know exactly 
where | am within my field, while my own body cells know the positions of the stars 
and feel the winds on the face of the Earth and the surface of the Sun. Moving into my 
spine, | remember the Lemurian time when I was an alchemist, working with metals 
and mastering frequency attunement, the key to elemental resonation. I required mastery 
of alchemy to know Saturn. I created crystalline forms when I learned to read photons 
in Atlantis. This ability was required in order to know Uranus, since 1 am a teacher of 
electrical evolutionary timing. But with Saturn, I encountered resistance, because 
Saturn is denser and I could not master this confusion until now. 

I study the rocks in my wall more carefully. They are granite, with many embed- 


Emerald Records / 217 


ded, white-quartz, crystal clusters. I contain many programs within my intracellular 
matrix, but I could not activate my original Uranian crystalline frequency until Earth 
quickened itself in August of 1987. I see! The stone wall of my own spine transforms 
into a rainbow bridge, and | realize that I am walking on Chiron, the small planet 
between Uranus and Saturn. I have a massive vision of the spectral colors of matter, 
and I receive Saturns wisdom. 

Saturn teaches that we must experience all levels of life on Earth. Saturn is the 
planet that reveals that we are not separate from matter, that density is an illusion, that 
vibration is what forms reality. By letting go of holding onto my identity, | can activate 
the crystalline-form matrix of my consciousness, I can experience many forms by 
accessing vibration. Forms will proliferate endlessly in creation, but the frequency of 
matter is the pathway to oneness. The divine is the frequency. The creation is the 
proliferation. We are mere thoughts in the mind of God. I see reality as a thoughtform 
while I stride on the rock wall of myself, but the field I divide is one. 

Knowledge on this planet is only accessible by experience. I have lived the high and 
the low, the dark and the light, in order to access the universal frequency, which is love. 
In my experience, I forgot. In the course of a long journey through the pathways of time, 
I have been able to remember the creative frequency. Suddenly, all is dark and I am held 
by thick bloody masses of tissue. I am in my own liver! 

I am in the middle of my own anger. | have agreed to experience this pain like a 
mother agreeing to have a child. Humankind will not know love until the ancient anger 
is released. I strive to see through the thick blood and I see Yahweh—the avenging, 
male, fire-god of Earth. But I am the avenging fire-god! The agenda at Tikal was to 
release astral negativity so that we could look at violence and abuse. We cannot ever 
allow other people to control us; we cannot turn other people into our gods. | committed 
the worst atrocities in full consciousness. That was during a time when I explored 
extreme taboo. In the late Mayan phase, I was drawn back in to be the killer, the hench- 
man, the sacrificer, so that I could know how it feels to abuse. Like a polluted liver, I 
drown in the midst of my own blood, unable to cry for a vision. I move into my heart, 
that cave of non-being that I once pulled, beating, out of the body. In its many rooms, I 
can consider being honest. 

The souls who participated at Tikal are now back on the planet, leading the re- 
structuring of frequency resonation. We are literally traveling through all the organs of 
the body, searching for denial of the exquisite union between the Goddess and the divine 
children. As soon as our part in the hologram of Tikal is released, then the next dimen- 
sion of negativity will be released. | move into my mind, where I see crystals which 
interface directly with the organs of my body. | move into the crystals and realize that 
these stones are programmed so that it is possible for people on Earth to destroy our 
planet with radiation and chemicals, and not feel their actions. 
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I move right into the center of my heart, willing to see any residue of anger. In the 
very center lies the Goddess, who says: 

‘All who have invaded me are rejected as I hold my mirror up to you. The poison 
you pour into my body is the poisoning of your body, and soon you will hear the 
screams of the protozoa in the seas. Your skin will turn to fire when you wear my sacred 
animals, and the radiation you steal from my body will burn the cells of your brain. 
The people you neglect cause your heart to spasm into death. I am the house of the 
divine, and only the divine may enter me now." 


I stop spinning and return to the center of my sacred circle of twenty- 
nine. I am in the center, the Sun. As the oldest mockery of female ways, 
we steal women’s Moon wisdom to oppress the Goddess, just like the 
Christians oppress the Jews by stealing their ancestral scriptures. My men 
play the days of the Moon even though we do not know how to wax and 
wane. There is to be no sharing of this story outside of this group—and 
never with women! Why has Merlin abandoned the Druid Council at 
this time? 

The Druid who is a traitor of men replies, “Mordreth told me that she 
possessed the Grail because she was the mother of the Divine Son. | 
believed her because she said she celebrated the hierogamous with 
Aethelberht. The king is a carrier of the sacred blood, and his first son, 
Arthur, carries the divine line of kings. But if Mordreth was telling the 
truth, then Wotan, her son with Aethelberht, would also be the Divine 
Son of Earth, because Mordreth carries the ancient bloodline of females 
who came to this planet from the stars. Eons ago, the priestesses of the 
Goddess carried a higher genetic code than the humanoids on the planet. 
When the goddesses came and mated with male humanoids, this created 
the gene of Isis. Our secret records of male gods who came down and 
mated with human females are filled with races of monsters and compos- 
ite creatures which resulted from the gods who came down. Even the 
Hebrew scriptures chronicle this story. The Isis records—the vine and 
the branches—are the story of love, female wisdom, and the healing of 
the lesser gods. Only the birthing goddess, who shared her womb and 
sacred seeds, could heal the ancient pain and anger. As you all know, our 
sanctuary at Avebury and Silbury Hill was built to honor the gene of Isis. 
Avebury is our eternal hope for peace on this planet at the end of time. 

“She got the Grail, the sacred receptacle of the vine and the branches, 
from Merlin by convincing him that the higher DNA factor—in a child 
conceived with no memory of ancient pain and separation—could only 
be released within a freely conceived child, the child Wotan of Aethel- 
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berht and Mordreth. All other births would be defective and filled with 
pain. A time would come when all children would be born without pain, 
when the ancient pain would be released from the memories of human- 
ity. She said that Mary was Isis, who agreed to bring in Christos, and that 
Mary Magdalene was the Earth priestess who was to be the teacher 
about Christos. She claimed that she was Mary Magdalene. She said it is 
true that the gods came down—the Nephilim— but that if the gene of 
Isis is honored as the female side of the DNA factor, instantaneous heal- 
ing will occur. She said that women are not just vessels for the male seed, 
but that females are the vessel, the Grail, the carriers of the vine and the 
branches.” 

I listen to this, thinking about the whole foundation of our group, the 
Liber Frater, which is to help protect the genetic bloodline of Jesus as it 
has continued through the children he fathered with Mary Magdalene 
on Earth. Is the whole foundation of our esoteric order faulty? We exist 
to protect/conceal the teaching about Christos. He brought divinity into 
form on Earth by being born here, by delivering a new freedom to 
humans, and by putting himself indelibly into the phylogenetic code by 
reproducing himself. Was there something even bigger going on six hun- 
dred years ago? Is it possible that we have been double-duped by the 
Roman Church? I have become exceedingly heavy in the heart since Sige- 
bert was assassinated, for he was one of the direct carriers of the blood- 
line from Christ and Magdalena. Are the symbols of the bloodline, the 
vine and the branches, not the whole story? Is there another way that the 
sacred bloodline is being transmitted, such as through a dark and potent 
priestess cult? It was rumored that Sigebert was murdered because his 
wife, Brunhilde, was a pagan priestess. Are we—the male secret 
societies—simply a front for the Roman Church, which is sytematically 
eradicating the true story of Christos from the planet? 

“Mordreth told me evolution would not proceed without the addi- 
tion of correct vibrational resonance with the female attunement to the 
star matrix—that DNA codes involve balanced power in male, female, 
child, all species and elements. She said that as long as we retard the 
power of the woman, we will degenerate. Christos came here in order to 
set Earth into galactic balance. The secret that Christos revealed was that 
the actual balance of the solar system is the vibration created when a man 
and woman make love. The Incarnation was an Earth-shaking change of 
frequency, because the birth waves of Mary, his mother, created an 
erotic form in the cosmos. This erotic form became Earthly when the 
mother received her child and God laughed. Now God desires the 
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ecstasy of birth and will wait patiently for the new waveform. Isis 
attempted to incarnate Horus 3600 years before Christos, but it was not 
the right point in the Mayan Great Cycles. Her divine child, Horus, lost 
his left eye to his brother, Seth. There was no fratricide when Christos 
came, so the animus is intact. Mordreth said that there would be no 
fratricide with Arthur and Wotan. Arthur will inherit Excalibur— 
Imperium —the Secret Society of the Round Table which will hold the 
secret and designate knights to protect the Vatican— Church and Empire. 
Wotan would leave to found a new temple of the divine kingship of 
Earth, not sky. I believed Mordreth. I still believe her, and I chose to give 
her the Grail so that she could protect her son of the Earth and sky.” 

I stand in the middle of the temple, having killed seven men with the 
sword of the Imperium — Excalibur. I know all about my previous lives 
that had involved total male dominance as a priest. As Druids, we are 
given the privilege of knowing all of our incarnations—as men, that is. 
This initiation into male dominance is the basis of all secret societies 
which have kept the world from falling into darkness. Now I wonder if I 
have ever been a woman before. Did my initiators not take me into such 
a memory? I have recognized one thing from the speech my colleague 
has made today. My need now is to be receptive, to notice how I feel. | 
cannot continue to take orders from the king, to kill people when the 
political situation calls for such acts. I can see why my brother responded 
to Mordreth as he did. I wonder if any of the others in our circle feel the 
same way? Do they feel tired of the Druid roles with the kings? How 
many hundreds of years will pass before all men tire of dominance? We 
sit in silence as candles burn and dogs scratch the soil outside. 

We begin to realize that we are dysfunctional, which is the worst end 
point for a male. Can we bear to look at that? My God, I utter silently to 
myself, our whole teaching is dysfunctional. We have all been serving an 
elaborate structure designed to deny that birthing is always female. 
Priests and kings have formed an elaborate cultic structure that was 
created to deny the ecstatic cosmic release of a child’s arrival. We take all 
the male skulls, even the one on my staff, and we dig two ditches out in 
front of the temple, one on each side. We bury all the skulls in the 
ditches. I release myself to my shrunken anima. 

We come back into the temple as the stars shine brightly above the 
newly turned earth. I stand in my center, no longer the Sun, and I feel 
myself becoming a great tree! For just an instant I am very afraid of 
shapeshifting into the first gift of the gods, but the energy coursing into 
my feet from the Earth who has received her son is so intense that my 
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body becomes an earthquake. The electricity forces me to reach rigidly 
for the sky. I become the sky. I become Earth and sky! I am the story- 
teller! 


On the night of the frothing seas and boiling night clouds over the face of 
the Full Moon, |, Mordreth, take my sacred son to the new holyland as 
ordered by the Grail. The violence in the heart of my times is like the wild, 
wild wind, and | am called to the eternal return. Merlin has come out of hid- 
ing from the northern forest, his love for me compelling him to gather the 
men for the ship of the ancient crossing. At last we are ready to leave. My 
priestesses are with me as we board the great ship. Wotan Is but four years 
of age and Is sleeping next to my breast. 

Aboard ship, with the great sail set, we stand on the prow and move into 
the passageway. We watch the land of birth fading from sight as the wind 
pummels the sails. Standing in the damp night air, | see the passage of time in 
the old home. The power of priests and kings will grow and widen, and days 
will come when the blood of the priestesses will soak the Earth to guard the 
lie. This ancient land will be soaked in blood by the great evil one, who will 
hold Excalibur and spill the blood of the line of David. But then a time will 
come when the exhaustion of the struggle will weaken the male will. My son 
will return someday, and the people will know it when the Druid skulls resur- 
rect as crystal skulls across the sea. 

Days pass, weeks pass. Our voyage is without danger. As if the very gods 
push our sails, we pass through the waters of old pain. Our storage is excel- 
lent, and no man or woman wants for food or water. Ours is a voyage into 
the new life, a voyage blessed by the gods of the ancient days. But nothing 
could have prepared me for the greeting we receive in the new land. 

We sail into a great sea of calmer waters, a sea my men call Atlan. No 
one knows the names which the people of this land call their cities, waters, 
or rivers. We anchor our ship, come to shore in our smaller boats, and are all 
stunned by the exquisite beach and the thick jungle of tall trees, flowers, and 
vines encroaching on the sand. We marvel at the colorful birds, with long 
feathers and plumes on their heads, which we have never seen before. Later 
we learn that this is called the Quetzal bird. We marvel also at the clarity of 
the water and the brightly colored fish swimming in the reefs. | go to the 
moment when we come ashore in the new land. 

A great eagle circles overhead, and we see a man in white robes with 
bronze skin waiting for us. We approach with no fear, for | know he ts waiting 
for my son. This is the brown man who has been in my dreams since | was a 
little girl. | move into a state of ecstasy, for | finally understand! He has been 
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dreaming about Wotan and me, and now my dream is becoming real. 

| push my feet through the salty water, step on the sand, and walk up to 
him, holding my child. He smiles with great joy and expectation. His eyes are 
brown and he wears huge gold earrings which sparkle in the Sun, making 
Wotan laugh. | see great tears in the eyes of this man in white, as if my laugh- 
ing son is the beginning of time. Soon many people arrive who help us. We go 
many miles down a road through the jungle, to a temple which is built up high 
above the sea. As we arrive, | see high stone walls and an observatory over- 
looking the sea from whence we came. There are many buildings and tem- 
ples. | am amazed by the libraries filled with colorful, hand-painted books 
and exquisite murals of ferocious snakes with long tongues. The people are 
beautiful, with brown skin, and long robes of many colors. Most wear gold 
jewelry set with blue-green stones in very elaborate settings. 

My priestesses are given clean robes and jewelry, and Merlin and | are led 
to a beautiful small palace. We are feasted, but we are very tired. As | fall 
asleep, the jungle throbs with bird calls and the sounds of animals | have 
never heard. The background of high-pitched insects sounds like waves of 
singing as | drop off to sleep. Wotan is delighted by the sounds, and seems to 
be coming awake. | am tired the next day, but the people in this temple are 
anxious to worship the stars and Moon with me even though we cannot talk 
to each other. This temple is called Tulum, and | am filled with wonder 
because the people have been waiting for us. These are a people of peace 
and childlike grace that | have been looking for since before my birth. This 
arrival is happening in my soul. 

We arrive at the New Moon, and, at the Full Moon, the people make 
preparations for a long journey to our destination. We never question their 
plans because we can see that we are their dream. We can see that our 
arrival is part of their own cycles of emergence. As if | am coming out of a 
deep sleep, and as we learn to talk to them, we discover that many of our 
words and ideas are the same, as if we both came from the same source 
many years ago. We are a great joy for them, and our deliverance to our new 
home is their pleasure. | tell them of my oppression in my homeland but my 
story already seems to be another life. 

Hundreds of carriers are to attend us, for our journey is to be very long. 
We are all to walk except for Merlin, Wotan, and myself. The three of us are 
carried the whole way in elongated boxes covered with colorful handwoven 
cloth. Eight men carry each of our three carriages. As we move along, | study 
the marvelous jungle for hours. | am amazed at the great raised roads called 
sacbes which they have built through the jungles. | see monkeys and many 
wonderful birds. We hear great cats screaming in the night. 
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Every few days, we come to one of their temple sites. The first one is the 
sanctuary of the descending jaguar, the animal totem teacher of Itzanna. We 
walk on the sacbe out of Tulum and proceed through the jungle near the 
shore of the sea. We walk into the rays of the rising Sun. We turn into the jun- 
gle, walking in a deep state of meditation. After many hours, we come to a 
deep pool of fresh water in the jungle. Along the sacbe is the Temple of the 
Descending Jaguar, which has just been built. The paintings on the walls are 
fresh and exquisite, but the whole temple is miniature, as if it has been built 
just for the child—for Wotan! He is delighted, and they are happy to see the 
joy in his eyes. The temple has a very small inner chamber with a small altar. 
Its walls are painted with lovely reliefs of jaguars, turtles, hummingbirds, and 
many other animals of this new land. Wotan goes into the sanctuary, sits in 
lotus position in the room of animal reliefs, and the priests sing him into the 
Dreamtime for hours. 

The second temple site on our journey takes many days of walking on 
the same sacbe from Tulum that passed by the Temple of the Descending 
Jaguar. This second temple is on a huge site with many, large, freshwater 
lakes. There is a pyramid which is so tall that it seems to reach the clouds. | 
wonder how they ever built such a huge mountain. It is very steep and four 
priests carry Wotan all the way up to the sanctuary at the top. As they climb, 
there are huge iguanas everywhere, staring at us as if they are participating In 
the ceremony. This temple feels like a library of the ages to me. When they 
reach the top, they see two large reliefs of Itzanna, diving down as if he Is 
entering the Earth, as if he is coming into this dimension. Again, the priests 
pray with Wotan as he experiences his rebirth into this new land. When he 
walks down the pyramid, the iguanas watch him with wise old eyes. | know 
he has become a new being on this planet. 

The great mounds of stone which they call pyramids are models of star 
patterns, or are cyclical markers for Venus, the Moon, the solstices, or the 
equinoxes. There are great ball courts where contestants play games which 
put them in relationship to cosmic forces. These people, the Maya, are very 
spiritual, and seem to be in touch with the stars and the other planets. Yet 
they are very happy and live simple lives of devotion. We do not linger long, 
but at each temple site we are feasted. Our arrival is the cause of great mad 
joy, as if a legend has come true. We are part of the unfoldment of their story, 
but the only one among us who seems to understand the meaning Is Wotan. 
As if he has been brought home after being in exile, Wotan is the teacher of 
these Mayas. 

Wotan gazes at the beautiful people and they laugh when they see him. 
When the warm and soft jungle rains come, Wotan runs madly out into the 
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downpour with no clothes on, and the people cry with joy. The people say 
he is in the stars when he runs in the rain. Eventually there are no more tem- 
ple sites, and the journey through the remaining jungle is long and arduous. 
Finally we come to a temple site that is mostly new. | am amazed! | wonder if 
the structure has been built for us! We must be an arrival of great teachers 
who are a dimension of the cycles of time. Time, that is what the Mayas are 
obsessed with, and our arrival is the opening of a new cycle of time in 
action—history—which will be a new stage of unfoldment for the people. 

The temple is different from all the other ones | have seen. | see a great 
palace with a courtyard that is backed by stone carvings of their gods. There 
Is anorth palace which Is to be the home of Merlin. Wotan and | are to reside 
in the central palace, the Palace of the Divine Tree. | get chills from the murals 
and symbols of the Tree, for | have been severely traumatized by the Chris- 
tians’ destruction of our sacred oak groves. There is great festivity as we 
ascend the stairs for the first time. We are ensconced in the courtyard. 
Wotan is placed in a throne on the east side of the courtyard and | sit next to 
him. Men and women dance and play flutes and drums. | begin to hear 
other-dimensional sounds for the first time since | left Briton. | can hear the 
angels in the sky above the courtyard, for this is a holy place. Soon | am 
aware of the arrival of a group of people dressed tn bright colors. These peo- 
ple have come from the Temple of the Sun. Three of these people climb a 
mysterious tower which resembles the castle towers in Briton. The structure 
has four stories, and there is an altar at the top. One priestess climbs to the 
altar on the top and lies.on it as if she were preparing for hierogamous. | 
begin to wonder if there will be a mystery play to recreate Wotan! But she 
lies on the stone slab as a contingency of priests from the Temple of the Sun 
brings forth a statue that was made before we arrived. The object is a very 
old, stone statue of Wotan! The contingency passes by the lowest level of the 
tower containing the priestess, comes through a portal, and enters the 
courtyard where Wotan, Merlin and | sit. We instinctively rise from our seats. 

We form a line of two. Wotan and | follow the priest, who carries the 
statue and walks next to Merlin. We leave the palace complex, descend wide 
stairs, and walk along toward the south in the glorious day. We turn east by a 
great foundation for a later tomb, and approach a complex of tall temples 
with remarkable decorative structures on top that look like lace. The wind 
blows through them as we pass into their center. There are four temples, 
one placed at each of the four directions. We are climbing to the East tem- 
ple. As we climb, the sound of the wind in the roof combs causes me to go 
into an altered state. | hear the teachings of the Grail in the wind. 

Merlin, Wotan, and | go into the central room of the East temple, where 
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there is a bare wall. A man stands on each side of it, holding red paint and 
brushes. | realize | am to direct them in a new inscription. | go forward as 
Wotan stands with Merlin. | move my hands slowly on the smooth stone sur- 
face, and the painter adept marks the energy forms | indicate. We are there 
for along time, drawing a great tree with vines and branches. This is the cross 
on which the Son of God was crucified. Later they paint one of their gods on 
each side of the tree. As the wind whistles in the roof combs, at last the 
mural is done. The image is of a cross, with the vines and branches of the new 
land, a sacred seal of trust in the evolution of humanity. | turn around to 
leave. Merlin has vanished again, and | return to the palace with Wotan. 


Thus begins the life of Pacal Votan, the sacred Earth King of Nah Chan, Palenque, 
Mexico. This is the entrance into Mesoamerican history of the New Kingdom of 
Atlantis. It will be revealed in the sequel to Heart of the Christos—Signet of 
Atlantis. 
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“Through the often tragic experiences of a forgotten past, she is helping 
all of us to re-experience the agonies, the horrors, and the ecstasies of a 
world slowly emerging from the chaos of its birth.’ 


Robert Boissiere, author of Meditations with the Hopi and The Hopi Way 


“Barbara Clow’s excellent rendition of her own shamanistic journey into 
the past is a strong catalyst for each of us in journeying into our own 
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bara Clow enhances in Heart of the Christos the overall tale by bringing it to 
the level of individual experiences; and the mythology of nations 
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“A shamanic journey of shattering intensity that gripped me from the 
first page. Herein lies a fascinating account of how humanity has suffered 
at the hands of patriarchy. Barbara Hand Clow delivers an urgent mes- 
sage: that we cannot enter the age of enlightenment without reclaiming 
the power of woman, the Goddess.” 


Rosemary Ellen Guiley, author of Tales of Reincarnation 


“In Heart of the Christos, Barbara Hand Clow journeys through the hidden 
archetypal memories which lie buried in the heart of Western culture. 
Through her inner struggle to understand her own psyche, she discovers 
and reveals the mysteries behind the myths of our evolutionary past.’ 
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“Barbara Hand Clow has the gift of interweaving history with explora- 
tions of the human soul. She is a brilliant scholar and writer who utilizes 
the pain and the anger from personal nightmare not only to find her own 
peace but to help objectify the human journey and its meaning. 
Although Heart of the Christos is quite controversial and bound to elicit all 
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read.” 
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and space. We marvel at their startling immediacy, the intense intimacy, 
the wealth of memories manifest in our dreams. Where do they come 
from? Why do they come? 


“In her quest for self-knowledge, the author answers these questions. 
Listening to her memory stories and looking into her mind images, she 
trusts them to lead her into the unknown. Her journey often leads to 
frightening places and adventures where she re-collects herself in her 
past lives. The treasure with which she returns belongs to all of us. It is a 
priceless gift because her journey is an invitation to walk more quickly 
and more graciously toward our own mystery, encouraged by a true 
teacher.” 


Meinrad Craighead, artist, and author of The Mothers Songs 
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“To watch Barbara courageously dive into our collective unconscious and 
expose the unspeakable, is not only timely, but inspirational. It is a sign 
of our planet’s emergence from denial into conscious responsibility.” 


Rick Phillips, president of The Deva Foundation 


“Amazing! Barbara has sent her spirit soaring among the ethers of history 
and come back with a story that binds the great mysteries of the world. 
Her adventures ignite the imagination and illuminate the present and the 
future. A tour de force of the spirit.’ 


Steven S.H. McFadden, journalist, astrologer, and author of The Legend of 
the Rainbow Warriors and The Farms of Tomorrow. 


“Mining the archetypes of the mind in that wilderness zone where per- 
sonal and collective unconscious intermingle is a nearly lost art in mod- 
ern times, which is sad, for as Barbara Hand Clow shows in Heart of the 
Christos, many of the pure springs of health, creativity, and wisdom arises 
from these fertile waters of consciousness. 


“This book helps lend value to consciousness exploration of the depths 
of the human soul, for through Barbara's writings we not only gain fas- 
cinating glimpses into human nature, but we witness the work of claim- 
ing the shadow which lives within us all. And what clearly emerges is 
that we must own this dark side of our reality of being human to become 
truly powerful and manifest what Carl Jung called the ‘Mana Personality’, 
which is when we are bisexual, human-animal, light, and dark all at once. 
Gifted athletes know these spaces, transforming the ‘killer’ within into 
the tackle that saves the game. From coming to befriend this gray region 
of being she explores, we see how great minds of the past were able to 
make sense out of reality without the scientific tools of today, and have 
the wisdom of the owl priestess or the jaguar shaman come alive. Our 
nervous system hasn't changed for over 10,000 years. These voices and 
their brothers and sisters live within the reach of all of us. Heart of the 
Christos will inspire more people to undertake the journey Barbara has 
taken. And from making this trek, we will return with new energies, 
symbols and insights, as well as integrations which will then enable us to 
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express these themes in daily life in wise ways, with greater and greater 
potential to express new creativity in many realms of life.” 


James A. Swan, Ph.D., California Institute of Integral Studies; organizer 
of the “Spirit of Place” symposium 


“A spell-binding four de force of ancient mysteries and archaic conscious- 
ness drawn into present time and space. The book is hypnotic and initia- 
tory, speaking to the reader at different levels of her/his consciousness 
and being. As the Mysteries and the God and Goddess forms re-emerge 
in our time, so there is beginning to appear a new literature which does 
not just speak of the Sacred and the Numinous, but brings them living 
into the body/mind and soul dimensions of the human. Then the experi- 
ence is not just one of reading, but of energetic participation in the reve- 
lation of Forces reaching through vastnesses of history and pre-history, 
human and non-human, the domains of the Powers and Principalities. 
Barbara Clow has worked such real magic with this book.” 


Robert Masters, director of research for the Foundation for Mind 
Research 


“Some people talk about karmic law, and yet very few truly understand 
its principles enough to write about it. Barbara Clow’s newest book, 
Heart of the Christos, is a mystical journey into the experiences of past, pre- 
sent, and future lives—beyond the veil of illusion—making it readily 
accessible to the public in a unique polyphonic style.” 


Iron Thunderhorse, Thunderbird Shaman; author of Return of the Thun- 
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